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DEDICATION. 



My Dear Dagentree, 

I hope you will allow me to dedicate to 
you these recollections of a pleasant visit, notwith- 
standing your churlish criticism on the proof-sheets. 
You say I have held you up to the public as a bore, 
who talks like a book, and proses and tells stories 
after dinner. Be under no apprehensions on that 
score. No one who knows you would for a moment 
suspect you of being able to express yourself as I 
have represented you. You furnished the rude 
materials — and very rude they were. They owe 
their harmony and symmetry to me. You were 

" But as the wind pasHng heedlessly o'er, 
But all the wild sweetness they woke is my own." 

With this explanation, which is no more than 
your due, this volume is affectionately inscribed to 
you by 

Your friend, 

E. C. 
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VISIT TO MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN. 



/ 



CHAPTER L 

DAGENTREE TO PEMBERTON. 

" T WAS grateful for yours, my dear fellow, but 
-*• much more so for your remembrance of me than 
for your advice. You tell me to travel. Why should 
I ? What should I gain by tearing across this wide 
world, with a monster tea-kettle in front of me, the 
side of a ditch visible on my right, a volume of 
pestilential smoke on my left, and obnoxious com- 
panions by my side ? Variety, indeed ! It is not to 
be found in what men call travelling ; there is much 
more variety to be enjoyed at my barn-dopr. As I 
sit on the edge of the pump-trough, and listen to the 
complacent crowing of my dorkings, while I smoke 
my morning cigar in the sunshine, I find infinite 
variety, to say nothing of fresh air and peace. The 
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humours of my feathered friends are perpetually on 
the change. I know them all, and have studied their 
characters. The huge Shanghai, the master of the 
yard ; the haughty, swarthy Spaniard ; the fiery, 
pretentious bantam ; the old matronly hen, who 
parades with staid dignity, like a London chaperon, 
and watches with sidelong eye the crumbs of com- 
fort, as they are snapped up by her hungry progeny ; 
the young debutante, newly-out, rushing hither and 
thither, but quailing at the splay-foot and terrific 
presence of the Chinese potentate ; and those chir- 
ruping, cheeping, yellow, callow little fledglings, which 
wriggle about like terrible children, and get every- 
where they should not, — show one a deal of life. 
Here, under the shade of fragrant hawthorn, you 
may contemplate all the virtues, displayed amid the 
brightest sun and softest shadow, and changing with 
each shifting zephyr. There may, no doubt, be better 
employments in this world, but trundling through 
space is not one of them. 

" I never met with a man, and hardly ever with a 
woman, in a railway carriage I should ever care to 
see again. Take the masculine type of your travel- 
ling companion. You join him, we shall say, on 
your way by night express from London to York. 
Hour, one in the morning ; scene, Newark or Ret- 
ford ; wind, easterly, with occasional sle^t. You have 
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made your solitary nest as comfortable as circum- 
stances would pertnit of ; built up a couch for repose, 
and disposed your various properties on the empty 
seats. Guard. rattles at the door. Enter a bagman, 
two bagmen, three bagmen, and a lawyer s clerk. In 
they rush, glare angrily at yourself, toss your traps 
contemptuously from the nooks in which they repose, 
and each sits him down with a grunt and sigh, redo- 
lent of the gin and water which has solaced the 
midnight vigils. Perhaps one — or all — pull out travel- 
ling caps, and turn to revolting sleep ; and then, O 
ye gods,. what art awakening when the gray twilight 
dawns on their unlovely cheeks ! Or perchance they 
talk — talk parish or sporting slang, or village fast 
life, and laugh, making night hideous. Existence 
knows no greater agony. You, with your limbs 
cramped by that obese brute in front of you, pos- 
sessed by demons of a hundred fidgets, every sense 
offended, arrive, semi-animate, at the Station Hotel, 
and spend the remaining hours before breakfast in a 
vain struggle with the screams and puffs of liberated 
steam. Call you that variety ? It is the very mono- 
tony of wretchedness. 

" But you, ignorant of the world, and learning life 
In the Library of the Middle Temple, suggest that I 
may meet my Fate, as you pedantically call it, 
when on my travels ; meaning, I suppose, that I may 
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encounter an enchanting and bewildering female in a 
railway carriage. I hope I never shall. One is quite 
as likely to be robbed and murdered in such circum- 
stances as bewildered and enchanted. I have met 
women in railway carriages — fat women and thin 
women, old and young; I have met the parson's 
wife going to visit her sister, full of domestic grievance 
and disaster ; I have met the dean's wife, sniffing 
with aquiline nose the fumes of defunct tobacco, and 
made up in defiant preparation for a loving contest 
with the Lady Bishop ; I have met the faded Spinster, 
fretful at all times, but now goaded to irritation by 
the consciousness that she is travelling alone. But 
these solitary fair ones were all too near to lend 
enchantment to the view. We were mutually dis* 
pleased to meet, and well pleased to part ; and nothing 
about us in each other s company became us so well 
as leaving it. 

" You think I am lonely ; but you are, as might be 
expected, entirely mistaken. I have been exceed- 
ingly solitary in a London lodging at the foot of the 
Haymarket, the eternal roar of dreary life sounding 
in my daily and nightly ear, and a slip-shod damsel 
with uncleanly clout dogging my footsteps and tidy- 
ing my room. I have been solitary in theatres and 
churches, solitary at balls, and very solitary at the 
Derby. But in thee, my loved retreat, with thy 
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honeysuckle and tea-roses dancing before my window; 
my cherished moroccos, in all their French array, 
smiling back to me my morning welcome ; bees hum- 
ming round the lattice, and all sweet breezes stirring 
the scented shrubs, — I am never solitary. Even the 
restless fly, and the perturbed and perturbing wasp, 
and the spider, which spins up in the trellis, are my 
comrades. We never interfere with each other, and 
pursue our own ends in the rays of the flickering 
sunbeams. 

" Here, then, I find variety in doing the same thing 
every day. It is the true secret of human happiness. 
Why should you suppose that enjoyment is to be 
found in agitation, which you call variety ? Unless 
you are greatly changed since our days at Trinity, a 
good dinner is not disagreeable to you. But would 
it make you happier were you to dine at one o'clock 
to-morrow, six o'clock on Wednesday, and not at all 
on Thursday ? Half the charm of dinner is that you 
know when to expect it — if you are fortunate enough 
to have expectations on the subject. You greatly 
lessen the enjoyment if you allow it to seize you 
unawares, and come suddenly on your startled ap- 
petite. But it is the same with moral happiness. 
The daily recurrence of pleasant thought, produced 
by daily avocation, be it what it may, is perhaps the 
best of ethical conditions. Nay, even unpleasant 
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and painful toil, day by day repeated, eats into our 
daily life, like a chain round a tree, until the bark 
grows over it, and to part with it lacerates our sides. 
Dinginess and dirt become dear — only an earnest 
curate knows how dear — to those accustomed to them, 
and they sigh for their companions, if they are forced 
to leave them, 

'* You will ask how do I spend my life, and what 
treasures does monotony bestow on me. Does it 
bring, you will say, enjoyment to yourself or profit 
to the world at large } I answer, come and see. I 
disdain to argue ; but I am not too proud to convince. 
Pack up your portmanteau, most ambitious and 
briefless of lawyers, leave your wig behind you, and 
judge for yourself. You are certain to do the same 
thing every day as long as you remain ; for you shall 
please yourself, and so please me." 



CHAPTER II. 

RETROSPECT, 

'TT^HIS letter, from one of the best of friends 
-*• and good fellows, I received towards the end 
of the term in July i86 — . In spite of his unwar- 
rantable gibes, I was not then the entirely briefless 
barrister he described. I had actually received in- 
structions from a real attorney on three different 
occasions, with the magical words " 2 gt^'* marked on 
the reverse thereof, since the day, two years and a 
half before, which had seen me called to the bar. 
These three events, it is true, had only occurred 
within a fortnight of the time on which I received this 
letter ; and if the truth were to be told, they all re- 
lated to certain family arrangements. Still, I resented 
his ignorant sneer with proper dignity, while I accepted 
his invitation ; and after leaving accurate directions 
for the guidance of impatient clients, I packed up my 
portmanteau, donned my suit of tweeds, and proceeded 
to my destination. 

Charles Dagentree was my second cousin, and my 
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earliest friend. We met first at Harrow — two little 
nursery urchins, very bold in front, but very tremu- 
lous within, at our first plunge into the cold bath of 
the world. Our stations in life were equal, although 
our worldly prospects were very different. He was 
the only son of a wealthy and widowed squire, his 
mother and my father having been sisters' children. 
I was the youngest of seven sons of Sir Robert Pem- 
berton, a baronet with more ancestors than acres. 
So, when we had traversed the orthodox round of 
Harrow and Cambridge, I went forth to gather my 
own laurels, and make, if I could, my own bread ; 
and he, his father having been dead some time, to 
assume possession of an estate worth £1^^000 a year. 
When highways diverge, and two wayfarers part to 
follow different tracks, the longer their journey the 
farther apart they become. So is it often in life. 
You leave your bosom friend on the threshold of the 
University — your dimidium anintce — one who had 
become the greater part of yourself, the first to greet 
you in the morning, the last to leave your rooms at 
night ; and then between you falls the dark curtain 
of real life. He goes his way ; you go yours ; and 
after a year or two, you become to each other ^ 
memory of the past. So it was with us. I went to 
the Middle Temple, and what with keeping terms and 
grinding in the ill-lighted den of a special pleader — 
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relieved occasionally by a few Greenwich and Rich- 
mond festivities, and now and then a professional 
orgie — I lost sight of, and for the time forgot, my 
college twin-brother. My father had good friends in 
town ; but it was but seldom that I frequented the 
West-end. I preferred the Bohemians of the law ; and 
it wearied and gined me to get myself up for the 
starched proprieties of Belgrave Square. Now and 
then, indeed, Charles Dagentree's tall, slim figure, and 
little head, and pretty feminine features would cross 
my dreams ; and they came to me as a vision of the 
past. We interchanged one or two letters ; but the 
correspondence soon flagged, mainly owing to my 
own remissness ; and until, in answer to a letter 
from me, I received the epistle I have just given my 
readers, and more than six years after we had parted, 
I had not seen or heard of him. 

He, meanwhile, with the world all before him where 
to choose, had spent, as I found afterwards, a far less 
active, and, I fear, not a happier life. He was a man 
of peculiar and unusual temperament. Upright, 
honourable, truthful to transparency, sensitive and 
tender as a woman, he had cherished throughout our 
school and college days a cynical optimism, which 
was sharp to seize on the weaker phase of everything, 
and to find topics for quiet depreciation in what most 
of his companions admired. I believe that this habit 
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had its origin in a singularly nervous and gentle 
nature, which was susceptible, even to pain, of the 
little rubs and crosses which harder spirits disregard. 
He felt not so much for himself as for others. He 
did not know what fear was ; and, in all our school- 
boy exploits, his courage and coolness were never 
known to fail. But if his companions were dis- 
appointed or unjustly used, he was miserable ; and 
rude sounds and noises exasperated his finely-strung 
system. But he was, withal, manly and generous; 
and gradually surrounded himself with a crust of 
feigned acerbity, to conceal the very poignancy of 
his kindliness. 

After leaving college, he travelled a little and 
studied a little abroad. Then he came home, and 
took a couple of London seasons. He then retreated 
to the country, farmed a little, and plunged deeply 
into bibliomania, and, at the period of which I am 
now about to speak, had become a kind of well-dis- 
posed hermit, living alone in his ancestral halls, and 
doing, as he said, the same thing every day. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE JOURNEY. 

"pv AGENTREE GRANGE, to which I was bound, 
-■-^ I had not seen since my holidays at Harrow. 
It lay in a county which I am not obliged to name, 
and which I shall not disguise by a tiresome pseu- 
donym. It may be that, in the course of these pages, 
I may become personal and obnoxious, and it is still 
more probable that I may be unjustly suspected of 
being so. It was, however, one of the most ancient 
and umbrageous of the southern counties, such as 
alone in the wide world exhibit the perfection of 
verdure and foliage alongside of civilisation and rail- 
ways. In the bloom of a late summer, the bright 
hedgerows and rich pastures, the huge ancestral elms, 
which cast their deep shadow on the sward, and the 
never-ending vistas of woodland landscape, which 
chequer the blazing sunlight above, and cheer and 
refresh the eye, make the South of England a region 
of leafy glory ; and to such scenes was I on my 
way. The reader may be informed that I started 
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from Waterloo Bridge by the train which leaves, or 
then left, at 3.45 P.M., duly bought my Saturday 
Review and Punchy and sat down in my corner, next 
the farthest window, with my back to the engine, 
with all the characteristic selfishness of an English- 
man. I had only two companions, who seemed to be 
travelling together ; but I looked at them with the con- 
ventional supercilious stare, and devoted myself with 
marked exclusiveness to the Saturday, An hour or 
two, however, sufficed to exhaust my literary appli- 
ances, and tired of the endless affectation of absolute 
wisdom, and the marvellous profundity of ken in 
estimating human absurdity, which is the staple of 
weekly newspapering, I fell asleep. 

I must have slept about half an hour, when I was 
aroused by the voices of my companions, which were 
elevated in keen discussion, and were loud enough to 
drown the roar of the train. 

" I '11 tell ye what it is," said one, in a high-pitched 
nasal key, ** that cock won't fight at all We must 
have positive proof; and if we can't find it, we must 
make it." 

" Did you ever get a ray of light on it ? " said the 
other. " Did you receive any message at the 
time.?" 

" " Not I ; I was too glad at that time to be beyond 
hearing. I had nothing to be proud of, and a good 
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deal of the other sort. It was a mere chance I saw 
your advertisement in Boston." 

" What kind of looking girl was she ? " 

" They were as like as two peas." 

" But, if we cannot show she was alive after that, 
can't we better it ? " 

" How ? " said the other. 

Here the heads approached, and the voices were 
lowered. I could not catch what was said. 

" By Jove 1 " was the next exclamation, " if all fails, 
I '11 chance it. But we must alter the bargain." 

" Hush ! " And I was conscious that two pairs of 
eyes were directed to me; and not wishing to be 
taken further into confidence, I opened my own, 
and surveyed them more attentively than I had 
done. 

One of the speakers seemed to be a man of about 
five and thirty, with features which ought to have 
been handsome, but were disfigured by the worn air 
of fatigue and dissipation which pervaded them. He 
had an expression, half-open, half-cunning — one of 
those countenances in which apparent bonhommie and 
frankness conceal utter disregard of and indifference 
to others, — an untrustworthy face, although not 
altogether an unpleasant one, with a good deal of 
intelligence and ready humour written in its lines. 
His companion seemed considerably older, and was 
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apparently about fifty. He was a sleek, punctili- 
ously-dressed gentleman, with an old-fashioned 
shirt-frill, a blue coat and white waistcoat, a close- 
shaven face ; and seemed to be made up after the 
fashion when George III. was king, and when pig- 
tails and powder were necessary to complete the 
toilet. His face denoted profound dissimulation, and 
spoke all over of the prosperous village-attorney, I 
knew the species well, and I could not mistake, and 
had not mistaken, this example of it. 

They relapsed into silence for some time, when the 
elder of the two addressed some casual remark to 
me, and endeavoured, as I thought, to lead me into 
conversation. But I had been so impressed by the 
handwriting of fraud I had seen in his face, and un- 
favourably prepossessed by what I had heard, that I 
resisted his attempts-^civilly however, and without 
showing my dislike. 

Again I fell fast asleep, and slumbered until 
"Plumtree Junction" sounded in my ears. My des^ 
tination was reached. I opened my eyes, but my two 
companions had disappeared. 1 suppose they got 
out at some intermediate station. But all these 
things, although I had reason to remember them 
afterwards, gave me little thought at the time. I 
found my friend's groom and dog-cart waiting for 
me; and a drive of four miles, through deep lanes and 
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leafy twisting country roads, brought me to his gate, 
which I reached shortly before seven. 

I need not describe the Grange. It was one of 
those old picturesque brick houses, built at a period 
of English architecture when it was not beneath the 
dignity of the architect to study beauty as well as 
comfort. Many of these old mansions, dating from 
the reign of Elizabeth, or even Henry VIII., still 
remain to teach a stolid and tasteless generation how 
available brick and mortar are in the hands of a real 
artist. Jessamine and roses covered its walls and 
clustered round its latticed windows. The entrance 
was reached through an old carved stone gateway, 
and a path paved with stone slabs. Old acacias and 
yew-trees gave a sombre air to this front ; but it was 
quaint and picturesque. As my fly drove up, a 
white-headed butler and a footman came, forth 
to meet me, and in the doorway stood Dagentree, 
who received me warmly with both hands, and led 
me into his Temple of Monotony, the praises of 
which he so loudly sounded. 

I found my friend not greatly altered from the 
time at which we had parted. His downy moustache 
had become decided* A comely curling beard gave 
more manliness to his face. His delicate pink and 
white complexion was replaced by brown, and firmer 
lines gave vigour to the old winning smile. But he 
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was still the same^ and when I looked in his eyes — 
six feet as they were from the ground — I felt myself 
back in Trinity again. 

His retreat certainly justified his praises of it It 
looked out on a terraced parterre, blazing with 
flowers, laid out in masses with great taste, in front 
of the full suite of public rooms. A Naiad — a statue 
far from contemptible — presided over a fountain in 
the centre ; and a few other heathen divinities 
adorned the old parapet wall, and flanked the steps 
which led to the tier below. The» grass, walks, and 
borders were kept in beautiful order, and the yellow 
tea-roses danced, as he had said, outside the large 
oriel window. The house, standing on an elevation, 
commanded a boundless expanse of woodland, over 
which the setting sun was darting his last purple 
gleam. The scarcely-moving air wafted such plea- 
sant odours, the scene was so still and bright and 
peaceful, that I thought it might be easy enough in 
such quarters to do the same thing every day. 

The interior of the library was equally complete 
in its way. It was furnished with taste and quiet 
luxury. The soft Turkey carpet made the footsteps 
noiseless. Easy chairs seemed to invite to indolent 
study, and on the cedar-wood shelves were several 
thousands of the precious volumes of which he had 
spoken. 
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I know something of what books ought to be ; and 
certainly, I had never seen together a collection which 
seemed to promise a richer treasure from Aldus, 
Elzevir, or Baskerville, than his bookcases contained. 
This is a conviction which comes by instinct to the 
initiated, and in no degree depends on the inside of 
the volumes. 

After a few words of hearty welcome on his part, 
and genuine admiration on mine, he led me through 
a corridor of moderate size, up a flight of old oak 
steps, into an anteroom, out of which my bedroom 
opened. Like the rest of the establishment, it was 
brimful of unostentatious comfort, in every conceiv- 
able form which good taste and minute care could 
supply. There was a completeness about the ap- 
pointments which evinced a mind given to details ; 
and when left alone, and clad in dressing-gown and 
slippers, I stretched myself on the sofa and looked 
out, from a story higher, on the bright scene below, 
I felt that, in my case at least, his trouble had been 
well bestowed. 



B 



CHAPTER IV. 

GOSSIP. 

''XTOW, Pemberton," said my friend, as we sat 
-*■ ^ down to dinner in the vaulted hall, hung round 
with the portraits of many generations, " you see my 
hermitage, wherein I practise the monotony I preach. 
You will admit there may be worse daily occupations 
than that which we are going to begin/' 

*' It has, at least," I said, " one variety on this oc- 
casion, in my presence here. But I should be very 
glad to become an element of monotony also, on such 
conditions." 

We chatted on through dinner; and when we were 
left alone, with a bottle of claret, and the servants 
had retired, — 

" Do not suppose/' I said to Dagentree, " that all 
these pleasant things have at all convinced me in 
favour of your seclusion. * Small is the worth of 
beauty from the light retired.* A house full of 
pleasant guests would act as mirrors in redoubling 
the charms of this lovely spot. Pleased and friendly 
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faces are the best reflection of scenes such as 
these." 

" Pleased and friendly faces ! yes ; but where are 
you to find them ? Did you ever know a house full 
of visitors which was not a menagerie of evil passions 
— petty jealousy, stupid listlessness, smiles and sim- 
pers, and praises manufactured for the occasion, 
changed to sneers, and detraction, and disparagement 
in the shelter of the guest's own room ? I think Abou 
Hassan^s plan, in the * Arabian Nights,' was a very 
good one, never to have above one visitor at a time, 
and to turn him out next morning with a hint not to 
return. Pleased and friendly faces may last for one 
night ; but the next day they find you out, or are 
found out, and the third they are absolutely fiendish. 
How, at the end of a week, they hate you and each 
other! how the men sulk and the women sneer at 
you and at the rest of the party! And oh! the 
rapture and the relief of the moment when one side 
says, * Thank Heaven, that is over,' and the other, 
* Thank Heaven, they are gone at last.' And with all 
this in their hearts, and undissembled glee on their 
faces, to hear the hypocritical adieus, the feigned 
regrets, the lamentations Over the fate which has 
rent such attached hearts asunder — ^what would 
Democritus have given for such food for inextin- 
guishable laughter?" 
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I laughed heartily myself at the energy of Dagen- 
tree's vituperation, " True," said I, " but the same 
people who were so glad to get away will te as glad 
to come back, which proves it is not all hypocrisy." 

** It proves no such thing. They like your dinners, 
I admit ; they like to have it said they are on visiting 
terms with you ; they like to have a chance of dis- 
posing of their daughters; they like to escape the 
dreariness of their own homes ; and they like to have 
something and somebody to abuse. These are 
genuine tastes; and you may rely on their being 
indulged on any opportunity that offers. But these, 
and such as these, are the true thoughts which lie 
under pleasant and friendly faces." 

" Not under mine, at all events ; which, if not 
pleasant, is at least friendly. But I find no true 
philosophy in your cynical yein. You have no right 
to judge your kind if you refuse to study them. St 
Anthony, you know, even in the wilderness, found 
more temptations than he could altogether combat." 

** He brought that on himself for his untidy and 
savage mode of life. An anchorite need not neglect 
to wash. He may wear a clean shirt, and sleep 
between well-aired sheets, though he were a very 
Timon. But no such elements enter here as dis- 
turbed that questionable saint's repose." 

" So much the worse for the hermit. But is it true 



GOSSIjF. 21 

that your heart has remained proof until now against 
the assaults of the mighty enslaver of saints and 
sinners ? Were you never in love ? " 

" I am not quite sure," said my friend, quite 
gravely. '* I have only suspected it twice in my life. 
My first flame enslaved me at Harrow, and she was 
an entirely historical character, and, I believe, I was 
her sole adorer. You may remember that I used to 
learn (and on what compulsion) sundry lines from a 
book no mortal ever reads willingly, I mean ' Silius 
Italicus.' I actually mastered the first two books of 
his divine, but utterly forgotten and entirely unread- 
able, 'Punic War/ There was a damsel whose prowess 
was recorded in sounding hexameters in those pages ; 
of whom it is written, that after careering much in 
front of beleaguered Saguntum, and having done 
many warriors to death, her horses reared at the 
apparition of a hero with a lion's skin on his helmet, 
and the hero cut off her head neatly, and carried it 
into Saguntum on the point of his spear. Time has 
mellowed my enthusiasm, but she was my ideal for 
many a reverie ; and even now I never see a Grecian 
head on slim neck and sloping shoulders without 
thinking how it would look on the top of a lance, 
and displayed over the parapet of Chester walls, 
which. I always identified with that redoubtable for- 
tress/' 
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" A very hopeless attachment. But what of the 
second ? " 

''Well, the second was less romantic — and more 
serious, perhaps — but a little out of the beaten track. 
It was, in short, what you would call an adventure ; 
and as I am not ashamed of my part in it, the tale is 
at your service." 



CHAPTER V. 

BENEVOLENCE. 

**/^NCE I did meet a fair one in my travels ; and 
^-^ you may triumph, if you will, over the fact. 
I own, also, that even my philosophic heart looks back 
with something of interest to the short romance of 
which she was the heroine. 

« Some four years ago, after spending a fortnight in 
Paris — where, in confirmation of my views, every one 
does the same thing every day — I was on my way by 
rail to Calais, returning to revisit the fogs of mine own 
unromantic land. We stopped for a quarter of an hoiir 
at Amiens, and on the platform I observed a young 
and lady-like woman, with a little boy just old enough 
to totter about in her hand. She was not at all a 
mysterious fair one ; and her greatest share of beauty 
was her youth, and the bright animated expression 
which lighted up a face not untouched by care. She 
was dressed in good taste, but plainly, almost econo- 
mically, and her appearance generally indicated more 
breeding than worldly prosperity." 
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" Prettily described ! The cynic seems to have used 
his eyes with unnecessary minuteness." 

" We were preparing to resume our seats, and the 
train was moved forward to take on some trucks, 
when I heard at my side a piercing scream ; and 
turning round, I saw the little fellow on the rails, just 
in front of the advancing engine. The mother had 
let go his hand for a moment, and the child had 
scrambled to the edge of the platform, and rolled over. 
In an instant, a railway porter had seized and rescued 
the little one. The mother made a spring forward, 
and would have plunged into certain destruction, had 
I not grasped and detained her. She then fainted 
dead away. Time was up, and the train was about 
to start ; but time was of little consequence to me, 
and money not of much more, so I resolved to wait for 
the next train, and see how the poor woman fared. 
The train went off, and my luggage with it ; and I 
was left on the platform at Amiens. 

*' The lady was kindly cared for by the railway 
people. Your Frenchman has a soft heart and a 
gentle hand in such emergencies. She came slowly 
to herself, and her first cry was for her child. He 
was standing by her, talking artlessly to his sleeping 
mammy in his infantine English. She then raised 
herself with a startled look, and tried to stand up, say- 
ing she must go and take her seat j but the effort was 
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too much for her, and she nearly fainted again. On 
being gently told that the train had gone, she fell into 
a paroxysm of despair. 

" ' I must go 1 - I am lost 1 He will think I would 
not come !' — and many other ejaculations of the same 
sort the poor creature poured forth incoherently ; but 
I am a bad reporter of female utterances, and, save to 
my English ears, what she said was entirely unintel- 
ligible. I gathered, however, that some important 
result depended on her crossing the English Channel 
by the packet which left on the arrival of the train 
which had just gone, that her funds were nearly ex- 
hausted, and that even to wait for the next train 
would be fatal to her plans. 

" Finding myself unexpectedly obliged to act as 
interpreter, as she sat in the station-house the picture 
of clamorous despair, I introduced myself to her as her 
countryman, expressed my hope that she would allow 
me to be of service to her, and begged her to compose 
herself, while I went to inquire what could be done. 

" I accordingly had an interview with the railway 
officials, as to the possibility of obtaining a special 
train to overtake that which had just left. At first, 
of course, the thing was impossible ; and then, equally 
of course, a few napoleons made it possible ; and after 
more than half an hour had elapsed, I had made my 
bargain fpr a special engine and carriage. 
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" I found my heroine in a state of great exhaustion 
and despondency ; but when I informed her of what 
I had done, her excitement returned, and her protes- 
tations of gratitude were unbounded." 

" So you and the lady started by special train, did 
you ? " said I. 

"Of course," replied Dagentree. "In a few 
minutes our train was ready, and we started just in 
time to make it possible that we might accomplish 
our object As we careered along, she told me her 
history." 

And this history, as my friend's manner was 
slightly embarrassed, I shall give to my readers in the 
first person. 

"My married name is Emily Trench. My hus- 
band is a civil engineer, who was lately employed on 
one of the large railways which are now in the course 
of construction in the neighbourhood of Amiens. My 
marriage — it is a sad story, sir — was against my 
father's wish, and, I fear, broke his heart. He was a 
clergyman in a rural parish in Gloucestershire ; and I 
was all to him, as little Harry now is to me. Henry, 
my husband, came down to our neighbourhood, on 
the recommendation of Mr Locke, and, having good 
looks and good manners, became a general favourite ; 
but my father, who disliked railways and all con- 
nected with them, conceived an antipathy to him 
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from the fil^t It was the old tale ; but we loved, 
and owned it to each other, and I eloped from my 
father's house tb be Aiarried. The old man never 
looked up again, and died before we had returned 
from our wedding tour. It was so hard. I had 
written beseeching his foi^iveness for myself and 
Henry ; and I had thought so much of how I would 
soothe him when I came back, and win him to like 
my husband, and how happy we should all be to- 
gether ; and he was dead, and I never was to see 
him or hear his voice again. 

'^ I did not feel the shadow as I do now. I was 
happy in my new position. My husband was very 
kind to me, and I put away the thought of my dis- 
obedience and my loss. 

" A year and a half ago we came over here, and 
after a little, somehow my husband seemed to change. 
I could not tell what caused the change, and hardly 
in what it consisted ; but I saw thoughts in his face 
which he never spoke, and I could not be happy 
while I saw them. He b^an to be more frequently 
absent from home, and I found on more than one 
occasion that he was seen with companions of whom 
he said nothing to me. We never quarrelled or had 
discussions on these matters, and outwardly were 
as loving as'ever; but we both, knew that there 
was a drop which made our cup less sweet than 
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it had been; I deserved it; but scarcely what fol- 
lowed, 

" One morning I awoke early, and was surprised to 
find that my husband was not beside me. With a 
sinking presage of ill, I arose, and found on my table 
a note addressed to me in his handwriting. I opened 
it. It contained a bank order for a thousand francs, 
and a few lines, in which he said that circumstances 
he could not explain to me compelled him to leave 
me for a few weeks ; that it concerned his interests that 
this should not be known \ that he would write to me 
in a few days, and that in the meantime he had left 
me money enough for my wants until his return. 

" The words were kind, though cold. But I could 
not understand the occurrence, and felt sure something 
must be wrong. His reticence — for he was generally 
communicative — had the worst augury for me. From 
that day until this morning I have never heard one 
word from him. To-day I received a letter from a 
shipbroker in Liverpool, saying that he had heard 
from my husband, who was in America, and that a 
letter from him to me was in his hands, but that 
he had not sent it, not being sure of my address, 
especially as it was absolutely necessary that I should 
sail by the steamer which leaves the Mersey to- 
morrow afternoon. 

" You cannot imagine the dreadful misery of these 
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last months. I was forbidden to speak, and did not 
know what mischief I might do if I did. My money 
I saw melting away, and my last farthing paid for 
my journey to London by the last train. But for 
your kindness, I had been utterly ruined." 

"Such," continued Dagentree, **was her history^ 
The shock, acting on her enfeebled frame, had greatly 
prostrated her ; and as we dashed along past fields 
and villages, towns and stations — our way being 
prepared for us by telegraph — she could speak no 
more ; and even the care of the little one devolved 
on me, 

" I like children — especially lisping ones. There is 
music in their infantine voices, and little guile in their 
honest hearts. So when Harry woke up, he and I 
had a long talk together during that strange ride in 
the evening. What we talked of mattered little : 
chiefly of Harry's shoes, and the comparative merits 
of red shoes and blue shoes; and whether Harry 
could or would throw me out of the window — on the 
probability of which he descanted with much gravity; 
and such like important and weighty matters. His 
mother fell into deep sleep, and Harry prattled him- 
self again to repose ; and as I looked at the two, I 
wondered what fate had in store for them. 

" Suddenly, a whistle and a yell from our engine. 
We are at Calais; and through the darkness there is 
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the funnel of the steamer, and the steam roars from 
the safety-valve. I shoulder Harry, and we make our 
way down the pier ; and this part of the journey was 
successfully accomplished. 

" I performed my task of nursery-maid with perfect 
success, until we reached London in the gray of the 
morning. There the care of her Liverpool corres- 
pondent had provided some one to receive her. To 
him I committed my charge ; and with moist gray 
eyes, and many thankful words, she took her leave of 
me. And so ended my little romance. 

'* Not quite. Two days afterwards my eye caught 
a paragraph in the Times : '* Awful Shipwreck of the 
Australasian, bound for New York!" The para- 
graph stated that this vessel had sailed from Liver- 
pool the previous afternoon, and had foundered off 
the coast of Ireland with all on board ; and I saw 
afterwards in a list of the passengers * Mrs Trench 
and child/ 

" Now you have it all, and know the first and the 
last time I ever had a flutter in the regions of the 
heart. I never inquired further about poor Emily 
and Harry. It was a sad fate ; yet, I do not know. 
My mind misgives me about the husband ; and per- 
haps the waves of the Atlantic were merciful^ 
and rescued my travelling companions from evil to 
come. 
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"And now," he said, "the shades are deepening. 
We had better have coffee, and then you may retire, 
and sleep as soundly as a lawyer's conscience will 
allow you." 

So ended my first evening at Dagentree HalL 



CHAPTER VI. 

IN THE MORNING, 

'T^HE bright sun streaming in through the latticed 
■* window woke me next morning about nine 
o'clock. I found that I had been deaf to the sum- 
mons of the servant who had been sent to arouse me, 
and made as much haste with my toilet as I could. 
I found my host in the library, where breakfast was 
set. 

" Good morning," he said. *' I am glad to find the 
load of anxieties which your clients impose upon you 
do not interfere with your slumbers. I have been 
labouring for your advantage all the morning, as that 
dish of trout may testify." 

" I am glad I am to profit by your exertions. 
And now,'* said I, as we sat down to breakfast, " tell 
me something of your neighbours. To judge from 
the chimneys and turrets I see among the trees, there 
must be a number of handsome residences in your 
vicinity, and, I should hope, eligible inhabitants also." 

'* A genteel neighbourhood, I assure you ; but 
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much too genteel for me. Within the radius of teii 
miles you may find one real duke, two earls, and a 
brace or two of baronets, when they are at home ; 
but whether or when they are at home I am entirely 
ignorant, and gather all my knowledge of their move- 
ments from BriggSy the butler, who, worthy soul, 
makes conscience of knowing all that concerns them 
much better than themselves. But if you are inclined 
for a ride after breakfast, we can go the round, and I 
shall do the lionising to the best of my limited know- 
ledge. But I never pay visits excepting once a year, 
and no one ever visits me, excepting as the angels 
do, I am thankful to say; and on such occasions 
Briggs has instructions to let the angels pass on. 
Let me give you a trout. Here is a right worthy 
half-pounder, only two hours out of his native ele- 
ment — that is, the water. It cost me some trouble 
to secure him.** 

" I had rather eat than catch him, or try to do so," 
I replied, rather snappishly ; for I never could throw 
a fly, and the hours I have spent with maniacs of the 
gentle art I reckon among the most unhappy of my 
life. 

" Be not profane. If your mundane, parchment, 
cobwebbed soul, breathing the atmosphere of dust 
and decisions, is incapable of purer pleasure, be joined 
to your own idols, if you will, but sneer not at mine. 
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The stream-side is my kingdom, and there I find-— 
what no country house will afford you — society where 
none intrudes." 

'* East wind, gentle sleet, vexation, rheumatism, 
and slow death!" said I, not to be behindhand in 
hard words. " I have always found that when a man 
can do nothing else, he always says he can fish, and 
pretends he likes it/' 

"That is your Temple life. If you lived in the 
world, you would know that a man who can fish can 
do anything. No bad man ever was a good angler." 

** I bow to your wide-spread acquaintance with a 
world you never see. My Temple life tells me that 
your professed angler is a boasting humbug, who is 
always nearly catching monsters of the deep, but 
usually returns with an almost empty basket, and 
makes himself merry over the tortures and sufferings 
of a little fish three inches long. The cold-blooded, 
deliberate cruelty of fishing, the prolonged death- 
struggle of the victim, and the fiendish complacency 
of the captor, are enough to make us blush for 
humanity." 

" Nay, your temper grows warm and your trout 
cold. Eat him first, and plead his cause afterwards. 
It is according to the best professional precedent to 
devour your client before you speak for him. If you 
have a mind for a cigar iq the barn-yard before we 
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mountt I mil give you my views at length on the 
subject, as I once gave them to a similar unbeliever." 

I took the hint, and devoted myself to the study 
of the point before me with much vigour ; and what* 
ever may be the ethics of my friend's sports, its result 
was practical and pleasant in the last degree. 

''Your library, D^entree, is charming in its ex* 
temals. I, too, have an eye for old French morocco, 
although I have little skill in editions. Why is it, I 
wonder, that our modern binders cannot reproduce 
that luxurious softness which the old French artists 
rejoiced in ? They have leather, and taste, and skill, 
but withal they cannot make their work like that of 
the ancient masters. It is Lawrence compared with 
Van Eyck, or Sir Joshua with Rubens. Evert 
those drunken, staggering letters which title the old 
volumes on the back have an unknown richness about 
them which modem uniformity falls far short of." 

'* The same idea has frequently crossed my mind. 
I believe one-fourth of the superiority is real ; the rest 
is mere association. The real Superiority which the 
old binders possessed was in the treatment and dress-^ 
ing of the morocco skins, which was a much slower 
and more careful process than the present. Competi* 
tion and mechanical improvements have facilitated 
and cheapened their production, but, as in many other 
arts, have sacrificed the attainment of the most per- 
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feet commodity for a much higher average and a 
much lower, that is, comparatively lower, price. In 
the designs of their tooling also, they are decidedly 
superior, as far as grace and lightness go. As has 
happened in other departments, so in this : the artists 
who first raised it to the level of an art remain 
unapproached, simply because they were original 
designers, the rest but copyists. But, excepting ill 
these particulars, the moderns unquestionably bind 
better. The straggling letters, the uneven lines, the 
disjointed tooling, although they carry joy to the in- 
sane or fatuous brain of the book-collector, are simply 
bungled work. But as^ they are found in the select 
company of old morocco and rich design, they par- 
take of their reputation and their triumphs. Still, I 
am glad that men cannot bind as they bound in the 
days of Louis Quatorze ; for one great object I have 
in life would thereby have been destroyed, and a 
great artificial pleasure, an engrossing acquired taste, 
would have perished." 

"Your pleasure, then, is in the outside, not the 
inside, of books ? " 

** You speak according to your lights. * When un- 
adorned adorned the most,' may be poetry, but it is 
not good taste, either in books or beauties. The 
adored one does look better, I believe, when dressed 
with care and elegance than in a dowdy dressing- 



IN THE MORNING, yi 

gown. Yet it does not follow that you only love her 
for her dress. I love my books because they are 
gems of price set in the richest chasing. The finest 
specimen of Derome or Thouvenin applied to a 
wretched trashy volume would inspire me with dis- 
gusty as all incongruity should. But such a case is 
very rare. The old bindings, in the finer specimens, 
are almost uniformly used for fine copies of valuable 
books, because they were executed on the orders of 
wealthy men of letters or patrons of literature. But 
this is too fine a morning to waste on bibliography. 
Come to the barn-yard, and hear my views on trout- 
fishing." 



CHAPTER VII. 

TROUT-FISHING, 

" npROUT-FISHING, with the artificial fly, be it 
-*• • known to you, and to all like heretics and 
scoffers, is the most exciting and most soothing, the 
highest in art, the most mechanical in action, the 
most intellectual, and yet the most relaxed and care- 
less of all human enjoyments. Even a tyro can 
appreciate its glorious external attributes. Go where 
you will, with rod in hand, wherever you find a 
trout, you will find nature also in her most genial 
and loveliest mood. Even in the sluggish waters of 
the verdant South, with the long bulrush and the 
water-lily mirrored in the stream, and the rude pali- 
sade, the village stile, the old hawthorn hedges re- 
flected on its bosom, a kingfisher now and then 
darting by like a gleam of radiance, and the rustic 
bridge, festooned with ancient ivy, spanning the full 
flood — is a world of romance and beauty. How fast, 
as you ply your sport, the panorama changes, 
Tennyson knew something of the charm when he 
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wrote the '' Brook ;" but although he does speak 
of 

' Here and there a speckled troutf 
And here and there a grayling,* 

I doubt, judging only from his poem, if he be a true 
disciple of Izaak Walton. 

*' Yet» to tell the truth, I have misgivings as to that 
fishy oracle. He was a Cockney sportsman, after all, 
and pursued his craft in dull, sleepy waters, and would 
watch his float bobbing up and down, much bemused 
in country beer, as his verses testify. Let me remark, 
by the way, that bemused does not mean muddled, as 
some modem wiseacres seem to imagine, but given 
to the Muses. It was of rhyming parsons that Pope 
wrote — 

' Is there a parson, much bemused in beer ' — 

whose verses, like Izaak's, were inspired by that 
heady beverage. But the streams of the North for 
me. No sophisticated, well-trained river or rivulet, 
afraid to lift up its voice and let its gurglet be heard 
in good society, with a bed so smooth, and a course 
so noiseless that not a pebble ripples its surface, nor 
a rock lashes into foam the decorous current of its 
course. These have their charms. Yea, they have 
their trout also — large, yeoman-like, wary, well-fed 
denizens, not at all to be despised in capturing or 
when captured. But give me the streams of the 
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North — dashing from Yorkshire, or Northumber- 
land, or Berwickshire, or Dumfriesshire upland, — Qr 
springing to liquid life from the cliffs of the 
Grampians or the peaks of Ben Nevis. O bright 
and glorious Loch Laggan ! when shall I see thee 
again ; or how shall I forget, and hope to be for- 
given, the gorgeous robe in which I saw thee dressed 
when, rod in hand, for the first and last time I beheld 
thee ? What a blaze of splendour invested thee ! 
The setting sun shed a flood of purple light on the 
more purple heath which coloured the hill slopes, 
illuminating the long western vista of mighty gorges, 
at the end of which, in a liquid mist, loomed the 
monarch of Scottish mountains. The yellow birch, 
with its silver stem, fringed all the lake, and straggled 
up the broken cliffs. The ground was carpeted by 
bright-orange ferns, which clustered round the gray 
granite boulders; and there, like a sapphire set in 
topazes and pearls, lay the broad blue waters, streaked 
by a long silver arrow of light. My similes rather 
jostle each other ; but the scene was such as makes 
the heart bound, in the keen fresh mountain air; and 
there, close to the cradle of the Spey, had I one of 
the best days of trout-fishing I ever enjoyed. Had I 
not been a trout-fisher, Loch Laggan had been a 
sealed book to me. 

** But study a stream more closely. There are 
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books to be found in the running birooks. How 
musical that ever-sounding, ever-varying voice ! Loud 
or low, its full sonorous note fills but never grates 
upon the ear. It speaks in tones of unnumbered 
meanings — doleful or joyous, as the mood of the 
listener may be. Light and shadow hold revelry on 
its bosom, reflection doubling the beauty on its margin. 
Now, beneath the shadow of that sombre crag, with 
the mountain-ash nodding from its crest, the very 
darkness of despair inspires it. Anon it leaps into 
the daylight with a merry bound, mocking the old 
gray rocks with perennial laughter ; now it relaxes 
its headlong pace, assumes a grave and stately march, 
widening and expanding its crystal surface with 
meek and composed dignity ; then, bidding all pro- 
prieties adieu, rushes in frantic cataract into the very 
pit of Avemus, and seems to leave sight and hope 
behind. It is the very pain of nature's beauty — so 
suggestive of pure enjoyment, that the earth-bom 
fancy moves too slowly, and the forms crowd so 
swiftly by that they elude the grasp. 

"All very fine, you will say- But what is all this 
to trout-fishing? Do you really think that these 
charms are only disclosed to a stick and a string, 
with a hook at one end and yourself at the other ? 
Thus I reply. In the first place, but for trout-fishing 
I should never have seen them ; and as you never fish. 
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you have never seen them. But were you a brother 
of the rod, you would know that between the man 
who walks, and the man that fishes along the bank, 
there is as much difference as between him who lives 
with a great man and him who only knows him to 
bow to. One knows his bodily presence ; the other, 
his ethereal spirit. I have heard sketchers and 
botanists and geologists, and hosts of other gazing or 
grubbing monomaniacs, say something of the same 
kind; but they are but poor pretenders. For the 
most part, they go through life with their noses per- 
forating some old red sandstone, or imbedded in 
some moist grassy bank, utterly unconscious of all 
the glories round them. But the angler knows his 
stream as a friend, knows him in all his moods of 
temper, catches responsive wimples and familiar becks 
which the world wots not of — 

* They may escape the courtly sparks, 
They may escape the learnM clerks, 
But well the wary angler marks 
The kind sparkles,' 

which indicate the falling flood. 

Hitherto I have spoken to the profane and out- 
side vulgar. Let me approach, with rod and line, a 
little nearer, and see what I can raise by my craft, 

" You speak of the claims of humanity, tenderness 
to the dumb animals, the proverbially mute fishes. I 
^m, you say, a brute and a barbarian because with 
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' Well-fashion'd hook, 
\ lare th' incautious troutling from the brook.' 

I deny the charge, and shall disprove it by better 
logic than your legal brain can command, 

" But I decline to be prosecuted by old women, or 
young lawyers, though both may be in wig and 
gown. Confront me with my adversary. Come out, 
you old speckled hypocrite, from that deep dark den, 
overhung with alders, the grave of many a casting* 
line, on the evil deeds of wjiich no sunbeam ever 
shone. Nay, I have thee fast. Plunge not, wriggle not, 
jump not It is all in vain. There — now I stretch 
thee on the stones. Come up the bank, and before I 
bestow on thee the fatal whack, and consign thee to 
the basket, plead for thy wicked life. How sayest 
thou ? Is it cruel to tear thee from thy home, to 
delight in thy despairing struggles, to butcher thee 
to make an English holiday ? All very fine, thou 
scourge of thy race. Tell me, with thy dying gasp, 
when thy maw shall be opened by remorseless 
cooks, what will be disclosed ? A coil of red worms, 
many mayflies, and, oh ! monster of the deep, a young 
trout, one of thine own family, the scarce-digested 
dainty on which thou didst dine. And pratest thou 
to me of humanity ? Nay, when lured by my skill 
thy fatal bound was made, didst thou not mean to 
extinguish a bright young life, reckless of its suffer- 
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ings, and forgetful of the surfeit of the morning ? 
What ! It is thy natural food ? And thou art mine, 
thou canting destroyer. Take that — I shall eat thee 
for breakfast, 

** So much for the humanitarian heresy ; the object 
of it being quite as much worthy of sympathy as 
many other standard victims of cruelty. But we shall 
hear nothing more from that reprobate two-pounder 
or from any friend on his behalf. 

"Let no man, however, presume to fish with a 
ruffled temper, or a mind ill at ease. With sun, wind, 
and water propitious, Piscator is as nearly angelic as 
humanity can become. Complacent kindliness beams 
from his countenance and warms his heart. But some- 
times, I cannot deny, he is sorely tried. Not because 
he fails to catch fish ; that, by itself, is only part of 
the game in the eyes of a true angler. The trout 
win one day, and he wins the next. Red and the 
colour cannot always succeed. But I will tell you 
what an angler's temper is, could I only be with him 
when, descending the hill in the morning to his 
favourite pool, the stream brown and clear, the spate 
just abating, the wind soft and southerly, the clouds 
dark, and the temperature genial, he sees, just a 
hundred yards below, the waving of a rod; and looking 
down the stream, descries another a quarter of a mile 
off, jerked to and fro like the wand of an insane 
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magician. I am no friend to deeds of violence, but 
such things tempt to homicide, and the man who 
can, unmoved, survey such a scene — never caught a 
trout. 

"Even, however, in the most complete isolation, 
when he is monarch of all he surveys, will temptations 
come. The desert is no preservative. jYou have 
taken up your position, wading nearly waist-deep, so 
as to command the deepest and most attractive swirl 
in the stream. You throw back your line for an 
artistic and light-dropping cast, when — misery! — 
your fly has fixed its barb in yonder nodding beech. 
Or the breeze is blowing shrewishly up the water, 
the current is swift and your footing precarious, when 
the line twines round you like Laocoon's serpents, 
and the hook is fast to the centre osiers of your fish- 
ing-basket Such trials are intense to the most 
placid of anglers : to the perturbed spirit, they are 
unendurable. 

"A bad temper is thus a sad drawback to fly- 
fishing. But a bad conscience is still worse. The 
thoughts which haunt it mingle with the voices of the 
waters, and people each turn of the stream, each 
bush, and rock, and bosky bourne. A mind ill at 
ease finds no recreation there. Black care squats 
beside him, and moulds her dull monotonous prompt- 
ings into something of a never-ending chant. The 
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evil spirit must be exorcised, or the Elysium of sport 
will become a Pandemonium. 

" I have done. I have answered fools according to 
their folly. I speak not to them or to you, who have 
not the mens divinior^ of the rapture and the fame of 
landing, after an exciting and not unequal struggle, 
the spotted Triton of the 'pool ; the beauty of his 
bright and shining side on the emerald sward; the 
long-drawn sigh of successful excitement, and the 
golden colour of your thoughts for many a day there* 
after, 

' Discite jostitiam, moniti, et non spemere Divos.' 

Scoff at the river gods no more." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

NEIGHBOURS. 

*' "X/OU have stated your case very well," said I ; 

-*• "so well that I decline to reply. Your 
eloquence was really pleasant while my cigar lasted ; 
but it is done, and I am ready to ride with you." 

So we mounted, and took our way through shady 
lanes, and along open downs, up woodland glades, 
and over breezy sheep pastures, drawing bridle every 
now and then to talk and saunter in the sunshine. 

At last we gained an eminence which commanded 
a view of the surrounding country. 

" Now," I said, " this is the panorama, and you are 
the showman. Pray, begin your description." 

"You see before you," he said, "the corners of 
three English counties. England is an island lying 
to the north-west " 

"Not necessary to be so elementary. You may 
assume the general topographical knowledge you 
were about to impart.'' 

«Ve;;ry w^U; but do not interrupt the showman/ 
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On the extreme left you will observe, concealed 
among the trees, a staring white house, with a Grecian 
portico. That is the ancient seat of the Dashwoods, 
whose representative in the last generation accom- 
panied Lord Elgin to Greece, and brought home such 
an infusion of Hellenic taste, that he inflicted that 
hideous structure on his miserable descendants. The 
present man, Sir Thomas Dashwood, has a fat wife 
and two fat daughters. Eats, but never speaks. 
Good sort of man in his way ; but no more is known 
about him. 

** Following the sky-line, you next observe the 
woods and grounds of Riversmere, the property of 
the Duke of Glamorgan. His Grace is a thin, half- 
starved-looking boy of nineteen, given to smoking 
bad cigars, attending prize fights, and very knowing 
in bull terriers. For further particulars apply to Ben 
Caunt in St Martin's Lane. He has mother and 
sisters somewhere about Berkeley Square and Chel- 
tenham. This is a princely place, with noble old 
oaks, and a fine abbey-looking house. I have been 
in it when there was no one at home. 

" The next in order, placed at the foot of that 
wooded hill, is Bonthron, belonging to a family of 
the name of Carrington. The last possessor, Sir 
Stephen Carrington, broke his neck in a steeple*- 
chase, abbut a mile off ffom this. The property went 
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to a distant relative, the widow of a Yankee skipper, 
or some such person. I have not seen the old lady, 
but believe her to have a wrinkled parchment skin, 
twinkling black eyes, and a strong nasal accent. She 
is said to have two children, which may be true, for 
anything I know to the contrary. 

'* Farther round to the right is the hospitable 
mansion of our county member, Mr Wendover. 
Him I do know, and his house also, and should like 
both, but for his match-making wife. Not to be 
censorious, she wants to make a match for me, and 
waylays me in all manner of dangerous places ; and 
I advise you also to beware of her wiles. The three 
daughters are good-looking, I admit, and so do they. 
They sing, and ride, and flirt, after the most approved 
models; but my heart instinctively closes like an 
oyster at the approach of those beaming countenances, 
they are so much more amiable and intellectual 
than any one ever was. I should like to disguise 
myself like Haroun al-Raschid, and see how they 
would appear if they thought me a penniless out- 
cast 

" The next is Dagentree, and next that Wilhelm- 
stone, to which Mr Denbigh has lately succeeded. 
He is a pleasant, intelligent young man, with a 
pleasant, intelligent wife — affects politics, and High 
Church, and earnestness, which will make him a bore 
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if he lives long enough. At present, he builds schools 
and cottages, and cultivates the rustic mind ; but the 
crop hitherto has been thin and scanty. Briggs says 
that there has been more orchard-robbing since these 
Puseyite scholards came in fashion. But I do not 
vouch for the truth of this. 

" There are other people farther off, but these con- 
stitute my neighbourhood ; and I am happy to say 
there is not one of them of whom I know a grain more 
than when they first did me the honour of paying 
me a duty-visit when I came of age." 

*' Upon my word, Dagentree, it would serve you 
right to leave you on a desert island, where you 
might be lord of the fowl and the brute to your heart's 
content. How you would howl for society, and 
abuse your solitude, and sneer at any kind-hearted 
four-footed thing that was good-natured enough to 
be civil to you ! How you would bully your dog, 
and snub Friday, and refuse to be comforted, because 
you could no longer enjoy the grandeur of avoiding 
your neighbours ! I am ashamed of you." 

Dagentree was silent for a minute or two, for ^ny 
remark seemed to have touched an unpleasant chord : 

" Well, I suppose I am ungrateful not to enjoy the 
good the gods provide me : but to show you that I 
am penitent, for one day, we may canter on to Wen- 
dover Park, and lunch there ; and if you fall into the 
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mantraps which are set, I shall stand aloof and laugh, 
but will not raise a finger to help you." 

A spin of three miles brought us to the gate of the 
county member s country-seat : a pleasant, respect- 
able, rather dull old place, with too much timber, but 
fine of its kind. The house was of that dreary type 
which the architects of last century thought classic : 
with fiddles, and cupids, and cockleshells introduced 
wherever ornament was thought admissible. 

On the lawn in front of the house three striped 
petticoats, three looped dresses, three pair of neat 
feet and ankles, and loud lively voices, sweet though 
not low, proclaimed that a game at croquet was in 
progress. There was a fourth, a darker and more 
shadowy figure, who, on nearer approach, was seen to 
be unmistakably the curate. 

As we trotted up to the door, the game was sus- 
pended, but I saw nothing of the flutter, or conscious- 
ness, which my friend's description had led me to 
expect. On the contrary, I saw three very handsome, 
good-tempered looking girls, who came up, mallet in 
hand, to greet their neighbour, and looked shyly, but 
not affectedly, at the stranger. 

" Mr Pemberton — Miss Wendover, Miss Sophia, 
Miss Georgina — a lawyer from London, young ladies, 
and dreadfully learned." 

** Very glad to see you," «aid Miss Wendover ; " but 
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I hope you won't make Mr Dagentree more learned 
than he is. I should like to burn his books." 

" On the contrary, I have come to learn, and not to 
teach. Dagentree has given me my first lesson to- 
day, and you can't think how much information I 
have had from him about the neighbourhood, and 
the neighbours." 

" O Mr Dagentree ! what have you been saying 
about us } " 

" Whatever it was, you see the result in our being 
here," said Dagentree, looking, I must own, a little 
foolish, as he recalled the tenor of his remarks on the 
family. 

" We do not know what that result means," said 
Sophia. "Perhaps you have come to consult papa 
about a bill, or to ask mamma's advice about the 
gardener's wife.^' 

" Or perhaps you have come for lunch, if you were 
to own the truth ; and as that is the gong sounding, 
you shall have some, provided you join our game 
afterwards." 

Dagentree was framing an excuse with his cold 
but courteous smile, when I at once interposed, and 
accepted the penalty so vivaciously that he had no 
means of escape. 

The groom came round, and took our horses, and 
we entered the house; I- inwardly rejoicing that I 
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had so unexpectedly succeeded in breaking through 
Dagentree's crust. 

The curate, a shy, pink-faced youth — so nervous 
that he was usually saying something he evidently 
did not mean — was introduced to us as Mr Richards. 
He acknowledged each of us by a little dance, and 
said something to himself, which I have no doubt was 
appropriate, but was quite inaudible. 

Mrs Wendover corresponded more nearly to Dagen- 
tree's description of her. She was good-looking, with 
a very aquiline nose, and a pair of very determined, 
searching eyes, which her spectacles rendered still 
more penetrating and dominant. She was lady-like, 
but manifestly given to command : and the rapid way 
in which she seemed to take me all in at a glance, 
produced an uncomfortable sensation of inferiority 
and subjection, which thrilled through me unplea- 
santly. 

The conversation at lunch was made up of the 
lively nothings which suit such a meal, and Dagen- 
tree bore his part in it with more geniality and less 
cynicism than I expected. 

"And so Mr Dagentree has been playing the 
Saturday Reviewer on his neighbours ? " said Sophia 
to me ; " I warn you beforehand that he knows nothing 
about them. But if you and I, Mr Pemberton, ever 
have a chance, I will revenge myself horribly, — I will 
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draw him to the life. He ought to go to Cremorne 
and set up as the hermit." 

** I would rather take Dagentree for my hermitage," 
said I : "it is the most charming cell for an anchorite 
I ever saw ; and I believe he could tell your fortune 
there with much more prescience than the recluse of 
the Thames." 

" I wish he would tell me something I want very 
much to know. Mr Dagentree, have you seen our 
widow } I do so long to know all about her, and as 
it seems you are a walking catalogue of the landed 
gentry, I am certain you can enlighten us." 

" Who is the widow } " said Dagentree : " I know 
of none excepting old Mrs Tomkins, whose cat his 
grace of Riversdale worried last spring, and who 
received a good-conduct medal from Mr Denbigh in 
reward for the way in which she bore her misfortune." 

*' Don't be tiresome. There is only one widow, as 
you know very well : and that is the mysterious Mrs 
Carrington, the prettiest and most inscrutable of 
mourners. We are all dying to know who she is, 
and who her defunct partner was, and where she was 
and what she did, before Sir Stephen did his only 
wise act in breaking his neck." 

" Oh, Dagentree knows her well," said I : "he gave 
me a very vivid sketch of her half an hour ago." 

"A fancy portrait, I assure you," said Dagentree. 
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** It was only yesterday that Briggs told me there 
was a widow of that name : but you may depend 
upon it, if anybody can clear up the mystery, Briggs 
is the man.*' 

"Oh! I know Mrs Carrington," said the curate. 
" I met her on one of my visits. She is very much 
attached to her gamekeeper" 

A laugh greeted this abrupt announcement of the 
widow's predilections, which the unhappy curate was 
not permitted to explain. In vain he attempted 
to assure the party that he meant that the game- 
keeper was ill, and that the widow was kind to 
him. He only made matters worse, and relapsed into 

silence. 

**I don't think we need discuss Mrs Carrington 

any more," said mamma ; " she is not in any set in 

the county, and is under-bred, from all I hear. It is 

a pity so fine an estate should have fallen into such 

hands." 

" She seemed very pleasing,^^ said Georgina, " when 
we met at church, and has a very sweet-toned voice." 

" What ! no nasal accent ? ^' said I. 

" No, I assure you. Why did you think so ? " 

" I have heard she was American." 

" She may be," said Georgina ; " but if she is, she 
is the most attractive Yankee I ever saw." 

" Mr Dagentree," said Mrs Wendover, " do you 
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think we could tempt you to dine here on Wednes- 
day ? The Dashwoods and the Denbighs are to be 
here, and they wish much to meet you." 

But the eyes and spectacles and voice of authority 
were too much for my hermit, and he relapsed at 
once into his frigid zone. 

" Pray, excuse me, Mrs Wendover ; you are exceed- 
ingly kind, but my health does not allow me to dine 
from home. My friend will do as he pleases." 

The eyes and spectacles, by a momentary glimmer, 
indicated that this was not in the least what was 
intended. I said at once that my visit was neces- 
sarily so short that I could not avail myself of her 
kindness. 

" We are so sorry." And rising, with rather ruffled 
plumes from the table, the mistress of the house sailed 
to the drawing-room : and the rest of the party re- 
paired to the croquet ground. 

A very pleasant, merry, and keen game it was. 
Croquet is a dull game to look at and a dull game to 
describe ; but I can attest that with such players as 
the three Misses Wendover, it is a very lively one to 
play. Dagentree, Miss Wendover, and Sophia were 
on one side, Georgina, the curate, and I on the other. 
Excepting that the curate played twenty times at the 
peg without hitting it, and tripped over one of the 
hoops in attempting to rescue Georgina's hat, which 
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a gust of wind had blown off, no marked incident 
occurred. Dagentree got exceedingly excited, played 
very ill, but rejoiced with great rejoicing over his 
ultimate victory. We took our leave amid very bright 
looks from our fair companions^ and many invitations 
to come and fight another day. 

" So, Dagentree," I said, as we rode away, " you 
do not always do the same thing every day." 

"When I do not, I always repent it," growled 
he. 

" Not this time, surely." 

" Yes/' he replied ; and scarcely spoke during our 
ride home. 

Rest and dress and dinner again succeeded ; and 
pnce more the majestic Briggs left us alone with the 
claret 

" How do you like your profession ? " said Dagen- 
tree. " A lawyer's life must be very unsatisfactory." 

" Why so ? " said I. 

" Because he pursues truth in fetters," said he. " I 
know too well to join in the vulgar notion of the dis- 
honesty of lawyers. It is only a dishonest man who 
becomes a dishonest lawyer. But it must be grievous 
to an honourable and independent spirit to see truth 
ahead, and not to be able to reach her for his chains, 
to see the strong man trample on the weak, the might 
vanquish the right, the letter of the edict smother its 
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essence, and feel one's self a slave, bound to do the 
work of an iniquitous genier 

" True ; but so it is in all human vocations. Looked 
at in detail, what you say is painfully true. But to 
have an intelligent part in the administration of that 
great machine, the law of our country, is a noble 
occupation ; and in the liberty, the security, and the 
prosperity of our country, the true operation of the 
labours of the bar are seen. Then one has so much 
experience of human nature." 

" Yes, the worst of it" 

" Sometimes, but not always. I will tell you a 
singular incident, which I learned from old Turnbull, 
the special pleader, who heard the story from the 
solicitor to whom the incident occurred." 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE MAGNIFICENT. 

TN the ancient Roman city of Bath, about the end 
•^ of last century, while it still retained much of 
the fashion and celebrity it had reached in the days 
of Beau Nash, the frequenters of the Pump-room and 
the Balls were divided into two rival factions, and 
long and fierce were their quarrels over the topic of 
dissension. This was neither more nor less than the 
not inappropriate one of the merits of two rival 
Doctors, who divided between them the smiles and 
guineas of the ilite of Bath. Dr Heathcote, the 
senior of the two, long ruled over the internal 
economy of the upper class of patients with undis- 
puted sway. He was a handsome, dapper, dignified, 
well-dressed and well-spoken little gentleman, with 
undeniable manners, silk stockings and shirt frill. 
Among the dowagers, his word was law. At whist 
or piquet he was an oracle, and not unfrequently the 
younger ladies would confide to his safe ear and 
kindly counsels, maladies of the heart. If he did 
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bow a little low to a baronet, and lower still to a 
coronet, it was his only foible ; and as that was part 
of his professional manner, it was pardonable and not 
unpopular. 

The reign of this .<&culapian potentate was at last 
rudely disturbed by the arrival of a pretender to the 
throne. Where Dr Lenoir came from, who he was, 
or where he had previously practised, no one knew, 
or, to tell the truth, had ever ventured to ask. He 
was a man of immense frame, over six feet in height, 
with a large head, black eyes, and a good-tempered, 
^nguine complexion. He had commenced his Bath 
career by becoming the tenant of a large house on 
the outskirts of the town, which rumour said was 
used as a lunatic asylum. But he made his appear- 
ance in the Pump-room and the evening recreations, 
and, as he proved to be a man of wit and information, 
soon became a favourite with the lounging society of 
the place. Even in his most familiar moods, how- 
ever, he had something formidable about him. No 
coxcomb ventured to ask him questions, and he 
assumed a quiet superiority which was only not gall- 
ing because it was so thoroughly good-tempered. 

With his patients he was exactly the reverse of the 

He was gruff to the great, kindly 

lildren gentle as a woman. Rules 

entirely at defiance, and was said 
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by his enemies to toss up for each case whether he 
should kill or cure. Cure, however, he did many 
cases apparently hopeless, and by devoting much 
care to soothing the sufferings he could not cure, and 
making the approaches of death less agonising, he 
earned the gratitude of surviving relatives. Such 
were the rivals, for whom the card-tables of Bath 
waged war. 

The rivals themselves were sworn brothers. Dr 
Heathcote at first was scornful, and then was testy ; 
but he could not resist the spell which Dr Lenoir 
seemed to wield ; and although at consultation and on 
professional visits he wore his dignified sneer with due 
propriety, many a hand at piquet did he hold with 
his brother physician, and when none was by to see or 
hear, would make his old consulting-room ring with 
laughter at the exuberant humour of his companion. 
Lenoir, on the other hand, bowed in public with the 
modesty of a younger man to the more mature 
practitioner, and assumed his place with so much 
kind-hearted deference that the other was entirely 
disarmed. But a kind of undefined pomp followed 
his footsteps. In the Pump-room and at the Balls 
he had a chosen place, which no one ever usurped ; 
and he went by the name of " Doctor Magnificus," 
which, contracted by the unlearned into The Magni" 
ficentf was his ordinary title. 
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Dr Lenoir had been about three years at Bath, 
when the events happened of which I am about to 
speak. Little more was known of him then, than 
when he first arrived. It was known he was un- 
married; but he was plainly not a marrying man. 
He flirted in his good-humoured way with all the 
pretty girls, but it was evidently flirtation of society, 
not of the heart. It was also certain, by his style of 
living, that he was in easy circumstances, and that he 
had resources other than his profession. The only 
instance in which he ever unbent from his superb 
demeanour, was when in company with Mrs De Grey, 
an exceedingly beautiful and attractive woman, who, 
with her husband and two young children, had lived for 
more than a year at Bath, Dr Lenoir plainly admired 
her much. 

Colonel De Grey was a good-looking man, with a 
military air, and manners which bespoke knowledge of 
the world. He was not a favourite, for his demeanour 
was reserved to the crowd, although when at his ease 
he could converse with animation, and was well read 
and well travelled. But his wife was all that was 
charming. Lively, spirited, kindly, and thoroughly 
true, without a dash of self-conceit, or a thought of 
evil, ready in repartee, sparkling in small talk, but 
with an ever open heart and hand for real sorrow, she 
was the joy of all who knew her ; and very honestly 
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distressed were the Pump-room gossips when they 
heard that Mrs De Grey was seriously ill. 

Colonel De Grey affected Lenoir's society much : 
for his powers of conversation were remarkable, and 
they had many tastes in common. But when his wife 
was taken ill he sent for Dr Heathcote, to the amuse- 
ment of the Bath scandal-mongers, who set it down 
to a slight infusion of jealousy. Now and then, as 
Lenoir stood leaning like a Hercules against his 
accustomed pillar, some wag, who thought himself 
privileged, launched a shaft at him with this barb to 
it ; but Lenoir, without the slightest discomposure, or 
even alluding to the gibe, shot back some sarcastic 
remark on his assailant which made him tingle to the 
tips of his fingers. But he inquired with real solici- 
tude at Dr Heathcote as to his patient's health. 

" To tell you the truth, my dear fellow," said 
Heathcote one day, " I wish they would call you in. 
Of course you know I cannot ask for a consultation 
with a junior : but I wish they would pay me off, and 
take you. I am fairly puzzled ; and all the medicines 
I have given her seem to make her worse." 

*' No wonder," said Lenoir; " but, doctor, it would be 
a pity that harm should come to that poor creature be- 
cause we make up our pills differently. If you make an 
excuse to let me attend for a day or two, I will tell you, 
to the best of my judgment, what I think of the case. 



fi4 A VISIT TO MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN. 

So Dr Heathcote made his excuse, and Dr Lenoir 
was called in. And the Pump-room scandal-mongers 
talked more than ever. 

Colonel De Grey lived in a handsome villa close to 
the town : and thither Dr Lenoir proceeded. The 
colonel received him at the door, and shook him 
warmly by the hand. 

" My poor wife is very ill, I fear, and I am sure you 
will do your best to bring her through." 

Lenoir answered this appeal by a grunt, and 
walked straight into the dining-room, and looked out 
at the window. 

" I suppose Dr Heathcote has told you the symp- 
toms — that she never can take her food ?" 

" He has told me nothing. If he had I should not 
have believed him, I don't want to know anything 
about symptoms. Can I see her ? " 

" Certainly. She is rather better to day, and very 
s to see you. You will find her in the drawing- 



Lenoir went up-stairs, and entered the drawing- 
room, the colonel simply announcing him, and then 

of the wasting ravages which 
lat lovely face, he said nothing 
his questions more disagree- 
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"You are not to be so cross, Dr Lenoir; Dr 
Heathcote was never cross," she said, with a wan 
smile lighting up her faded cheek. 

Lenoir flushed for an instant, and then replied, 
" Cross ? — yes, I 'm always cross with people like you. 
It 's good for them." 

As if she had not heard what he said, she again 
addressed him. 

*' Am I very ill, doctor > " 

" Nothing but fancy and temper the matter with 
you. Why do you mope up here } " 

"I cannot go out. You cannot tell how weak, 
and oh ! how sick I am. O Dr Lenoir ! can you not 
cure me ? If you can't, I shall die, and leave dear 
Fred and my poor little children." And the poor 
woman burst into a paroxysm of tears. 

Lenoir sat until the storm had burst, and had spent 
its force ; but tears stood in his own impassive eyes, 
and his voice trembled in spite of himself when he 
spoke to her. 

** Cure you ? Of course I shall, if you don*t give 
way to such folly : and when you are cured you will 
say you got well of yourself." 

" Do you really mean it V she said, faintly. 

Dropping his gruff style, he said in a softer tone, 
"I think I can cure you." And with those words 
he left her, and rejoined the colonel in the dining- 
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room, and straightway again looked out at the 

window. 

"Quite a common case," he said, as if to himself; 

" have seen it a hundred times ; must have a nurse." 

"A nurse ! " said Colonel De Grey. "What do you 
think of my wife } What is her illness ?" 

"A very common complaint, colonel," said the 
doctor, ** although I have not often met with it in this 
country. But she must have a nurse who under- 
stands sudorifics, and with your leave I will send 



one. 



And without waiting to know whether the colonel 
wished to have a nurse or not, the doctor stalked out 
of the house. 

If any one had seen the doctor's expression of 
countenance as he strode down to the gate, he would 
not have liked it. Was it wrath, or malignity, or 
cunning } It was a very unlovable expression, and 
not like the doctor's usual face. 

Within two hours the nurse arrived ; a tall, gaunt 
Frenchwoman, with a resolute set of features, who 
understood and could speak English when she chose, 
but not otherwise. 

She brought with her a small phial of medicine, 
which she explained to Mrs De Grey was to be taken 
every hour during the night, and the effects of which 
required to be carefully watched. She seemed to. 
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consider this her peculiar charge, for on Colonel De 
Grey taking out the stopper to smell it, she snatched 
it away, with a pettish French exclamation, and 
without much reverence. 

A fortnight passed over. Dr Lenoir came every 
day. He prescribed nothing but this nightly potion, 
which was gradually discontinued ; and Mrs De Grey 
began to rally, her appetite returned, and she was 
apparently getting well. The colonel was greatly 
relieved, and was profuse in his thanks. 

People began to say that there was no necessity 
for the doctor visiting quite so often. But the colonel 
did not seem to think so, for the doctor dined with 
him almost every other day. To Dr Heathcote's 
inquiries Lenoir only said, to his great wrath, that 
there never had been anything the matter with her 
but his medicines. 

One evening, as the colonel and he were sitting at 
their wine after dinner, the former said, " When do 
you think Mrs De Grey will be able to travel ? I 
think a change of air would do her good ; and I 
begin to fear Bath does not agree with her." 

'* Soon, I should think," said Lenoir ; ** and as she 
is so much better, I propose to be absent for a day 
or two, as I have business in the country. So, if you 
think I can be spared, I shall go to-morrow. But 
don't change her regimen in my absence, nor give 
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her any of old Heathcote*s potions. They are all 
very well in their way, but she has done better with- 
out them." 

The colonel laughed, and gave his word to eschew 
the established order of things ; and next morning 
the doctor left. 

Four days passed away, and on the fifth Lenoir 
again appeared at Prospect Villa. 

Colonel De Grey was at home, and appeared de- 
jected. "Things have not been so well," he said. 
**Your patient has had a relapse of her sickness; 
and something has happened which troubles both 
her and me." 

'* What is the matter } " said the Magnificent. 

"Well, I don't like to inspire suspicions : but I fear 
that nurse drinks." 

" Why do you think so } " 

" Because Mrs De Grey tells me that she saw her 
conceal a bottle in her pocket. The woman thought 
she was asleep, and on her moving, concealed it 
hurriedly." 

" Have you observed any other symptoms of drink- 
ing } " said Lenoir. 

** No, I cannot say I have, excepting that her 
manner is very abrupt and rude.'' 

" I shall probe this to the bottom, you may depend 
on it," replied the doctor ; " and I shall examine her 
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about it at my own house to-night. Meanwhile say 
nothing more while she is here." 

He saw his patient, and found she had decidedly 
relapsed, and was greatly depressed. His visit had 
little effect in reviving her spirits, and again, as he 
walked from the house, the evil shadow came across 
his face. 

The same day brought a letter by post for Colonel 
De Grey, desiring his immediate attendance in 
London on urgent business : and he started the same 
night by the mail. Next morning, the Magnificent 
paid the lady a visit. She seemed greatly excited. 

" Doctor," she said, " you must take that woman 
away ; she is a drunkard and a thief." 

" She may, perhaps," the doctor replied, " take a 
drop of brandy now and then. But remember what 
fatigue she has undergone in sitting up with you." 

" Well but, doctor," said Mrs De Grey, " she is a 
thief. I saw her yesterday put my soup into a bottle, 
and hide it in her pocket. She did not know I saw 
her." 

The face of the Magnificent for a moment exhibited 
great agitation. " If this is true," he said, " I will 
take her away, and send you another on whom I can 
depend. The colonel spoke of fresh air for you ; do 
you think you are strong enough to travel ? He gave 
me some directions about that," 
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" I don't think I could. He surely did not mean 
me to go before he came back." 

" He left you entirely in my hands, and I must 
make you well as I said I would." 

" Not before he comes back, at any rate, doctor." 

" Very well," said he, resuming his gruff manner. 
" People always know better than their doctors. 
Good-bye, I shall see you to-morrow." 

The next day, in the Pump-room — " She is off, I 
assure you," said Mr Henshaw, a dyspeptic barrister, 
with the tongue of a viper ; " she was gone this morn- 
ing, and so was her nurse, and no one knows where, 
excepting that the Magnificent is gone also." 

" Who told you } How do you know } " asked 
half a dozen tongues at once. 

" I shall not give up my authority, I can assure 
you ; but if you step out to Prospect Villa^ you will 
find it to be true." 

"I don't believe a word of it," said Sir Bernard 
Brand, a stout supporter of Lenoir, who had cured 
him by making him drink lemonade instead of port 
— " I don't believe a word of it. It ^s some of that 
humbug Heathcote's nonsense." 

But when the whist tables were set for the evening, 
behold, the tale was true, and the universal community 
of Bath were ringing with it. But, to the still greater 
astonishment of every one, there was the Magnificent, 
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looking more magnificent than ever, seated in his 
accustomed place, and glancing benignly from under 
his swarthy eyebrows. 

"Magnificent," said Henshaw, "have you heard 
what people are saying ? " 

" Yes, Henny, I have heard it." 

" Well, what is the story ? " 

" They say you are not to have that place in the 
Customs, because you can't keep a secret." 

Henshaw^s face grew livid, for the place in the ^ 
Customs was life or death to him, although he thought 
no one knew of it. He plucked up courage, however, 
and retorted: "They want to know what you have 
done with Mrs De Grey." 

" I believe Mrs De Grey has gone to the country 
for her health. Of course Colonel De Grey is the 
best authority on that subject." 

" Lenoir, I doubt you are a villain," said a voice 
behind him ; and turning round, he saw Dr Heathcote. 
"I have just seen the colonel, and he is raging at 
the disappearance of his wife. He says she went 
away last night, and no one knows where. He was 
on his way to your house when I met him." 

" Dr Heathcote, you jog-trot practitioners judge 
by the most superficial symptoms," said Lenoir, in 
the loftiest tone. " I shall see the colonel if he has 
returned, and to-morrow I shall take occasion to 
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request an explanation of the epithets which you 
have usedy and the impertinent suggestions of that 
little lawyer. Meantime, with your leave, I shall 
finish my rubber." 

But the party broke up, and declined to finish the 
rubber, and the Magnificent took his hat, and walked 
slowly from the room. His faction retired home in 
great discomfiture. 

Meanwhile Colonel De Grey, in the greatest per- 
turbation, having found his wife gone on his return, 
and no trace of her, went on to the house of Dr 
Lenoir. It was a large gloomy mansion, with high 
walls, and surrounded by trees ; a dim glimmering 
light shone over the door-way. The colonel's knock 
was not answered at once, and he thought he heard 
a window open and shut. At last the door was 
opened by a thick-set powerful man with one 
eye. 

" Is Dr Lenoir at home ? " said the colonel. 

" Yes, sir," said the man. " Be kind enough to walk 



in. 



Colonel De Grey entered, and followed the man 
up-stairs. He thought he heard the outer door locked 
as he went up. 

He was ushered into a strange-looking room, with 
very little furniture, and a window at the roof, so 
high as to be beyond reach. The moment he was 
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in the room the door was violently shut and locked, 
and he was left in absolute darkness. 

He rushed to the door, raged and stormed, bellowed 
at the top of his voice, but no answer was returned. 
Half an hour had elapsed, and at last a trap in the 
ceiling opened, and a light appeared through it. 

" The master be coom," said a voice. 

"You scoundrel, you and your master shall pay 
for this." 

" The master be coom. Wilt go quoitly } '* 

Another volley oi wrath was about to escape from 
his lips, when he bethought him that his better plan 
would be at least to feign submission. 

" I shall be glad to tell your master what a black- 
guard he is. I shall do that quietly enough." 

On this assurance the trap was closed ; and in a 
few minutes the same one-eyed man, with a com- 
panion of equal strength, opened the door and invited 
the colonel to emerge. 

He saw at once that he would have no chance in 
a struggle, and determined to see the matter out, 
resolving to use violence if he could not otherwise 
escape. 

Passing through a narrow winding passage a door 
opened, and he was ushered into a well-furnished 
sitting-room, and there, seated in an easy-chair, was 
the imperturbable Magnificent. 
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The door was closed beliind him, and looking round, 
he could not Jiave told where it was. 

Lenoir motioned to him to sit down; but giving 
no heed to the invitation, he exclaimed — 

*' What is the meaning of this infamous conduct ? 
Where am I ? " 

" In a madhouse," said the doctor, composedly. 

" And on what pretence have you decoyed me 
here, you scoundrel, and where is my wife ? *' 

" Don't you think," rejoined the Magnificent in the 
same tone, "that should your wife die, you had 
better be mad for a little ? '' 

" What on earth do you mean ? " said the colonel. 
But his face blanched and he sank into a seat. 

" Colonel De Grey, I knew you a long time ago. 
Do you remember Dr Geronimo Spiretti at Padua ? " 

" Gracious God ! " said the colonel. 

" I was his assistant when you studied poison 
under him. I was a lad of sixteen, but you have 
not changed. Now you know all.'' 

The wretched man for a moment nearly fainted. 
He tried to speak, but could make no articulate 
sound. "Don't glance at the poker. Killing me 
would be your own death. Listen — 

" I knew you from the first, and I mistrusted you 
from the first, and but for the sweet woman who is 
linked to you, and who still trusts you, you should 
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have met the doom you deserve, as far as I am con- 
cerned. But to expose you would kill ber. 

** I was certain, from Dr Heathcote's account, how 
the matter stood. I knew you would discontinue 
your doses while I was there. You thought that 
was the cause of the recovery, and did not think of 
Spiretti s antidote. 

" I knew the attempt would begin when I was 
absent The nurse brought me the poisoned soup. 
I have had it analysed in my presence by two care- 
ful chemists, and the analysis and the subject of it 

are so bestowed Drop that ! " he thundered, and 

dealt De Grey such a blow on the arm as nearly 
fractured it. He had attempted to seize the poker. 
The pain of the blow was intense for a moment, but 
Lenoir gave him a glass of brandy, and proceeded — 

" Your wife is where none of Spiretti's recipes 
will reach hen She believes you have sent her there, 
and is content. You will now write two letters before 
you leave the room. One to tell your wife that you 
are obliged to go abroad for two months, and re- 
questing her to remain where she is until you return ; 
the other to request me to attend her during her 
absence at her new residence. 

" I shall send the two children to her. At the end 
of two months, unless the last dose was too strong 
for her shattered system, she will be quite well, and 
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you may rejoin her. Until that time you had better 
be — absent ^ 

" One word more. You now know that the Insur- 
ance Company, in which you had that policy on your 
wife's life, has failed. Perhaps you do not know that 
Mrs De Grey has succeeded to an annuity of ;^ 300 
a year from an old friend of her family. 

" You stay here for a week, then go quietly to 
Paris ; but mark, if your wife die in any circum- 
stances of mystery, whether I am alive or dead, 
retribution will hunt you to the ends of the earth." 

" But Virginie — the nurse ? " stammered the self- 
convicted wretch. 

"Virginie knows nothing excepting that she did 
what she was told. She has done stranger things 
than that without ever asking for reasons. She will 
never open her lips on the subject. You are perfectly 
secure, for the chemists had no idea on what their 
experiments were made." 

Next day the Magnificent was in his place in the 
Pump-room as usual. 

Men looked shy at him, and women looked sly. 
He was as cool and lofty as ever. 

He waited until the room was full, and then taking 
an opportunity when Heathcote and Henshaw were 
close to him, he called out, " Mr Henshaw." 

He took no notice. He repeated his call with the 
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same effect. Lenoir took two strides towards him, 
and, lifting him by his shoulders, placed him with 
his back to the pillar, and then said — 

" You presumed yesterday to make remarks dis- 
paraging to a lady. You will be kind enough now 
to retract them, or I propose to kick you from one 
end of this room to the other." 

Pale and affrighted was the little lawyer ; but Dr 
Heathcote interposed : — 

" Dr Lenoir, this must not be ; I was the accuser 
yesterday, and you must first deal with me." 

" True, my dear Heathcote, but I mean to deal 
with each after their kind. You are a gentleman 
and a man of honour, and as such I intend to treat 
you. Read that." 

Dr Heathcote read to his intense astonishment the 
following note : — 

Bath, August 12, 179 — . 

My dear Lenoir, — ^As I am obliged to go to the 
Continent for two months, I hope you will allow me 
to leave Mrs De Grey under your charge, should she 
at her present residence require your advice. — ^Yours 
very truly, F. DE Grey. 

" Read it out, doctor," said Lenoir, and the be- 
wildered man obeyed. 
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" Now, you slanderous little toad, eat up your 
calumnies on the spot," said Lenoir to the lawyer. 

" I am sure I meant nothing/' said he ; "I will 
make you repent these words," 

" Eat them up, I say, for the last time." And 
terribly he looked down on Henshaw, 

The latter quailed. " I admit," he said, " they 
have turned out not to be true." 

" And ought not to have been spoken." 

" And ought not to have been spoken." 

" Go then : and be warned." 

" You will hear from me to-morrow, however, for 
all this." 

** I think not," said Lenoir, when he had gone. And 
he did not; for the purveyor of scandal thought 
better of it, and transferred his attentions to Scar- 
borough. 

"And now, Dr Heathcote, I presume you retract 
that epithet which you used yesterday, I admit 
appearances were against me ; but a true physician 
distrusts appearances." 

"I forgive the banter, and cheerfully retract the 
expression ; but after what the colonel said, hang 
me, doctor, if I know what to make of it" 

" I never supposed you did," said Lenoir ; and the 
Magnificent reigned in Bath for many years after- 
wards. 
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" The gaps in the story you may fill up as suits you 
best. Lenoir, in his trip to London, had consulted 
his solicitor, who told the story to my late master. 
The cautious London lawyer told Lenoir he might 
be hanged for compounding felony ; and Lenoir told 
him he might be hanged for his advice. The an- 
nuity was, as the solicitor believed, provided by 
Lenoir himself; and the surmise was, either that he 
was in love with the lady or that he knew more of 
her history than he chose to explain — or probably 
both. The Colonel and Mrs De Grey never visited 
Bath again ; but the annuity was paid for many 
years afterwards, the colonel, probably, being as 
anxious to keep his wife alive as he had been to 
destroy her ; and she, poor thing, with the con- 
stancy and credulity of women, rejoicing in her 
inmost soul at the increased tenderness of her hus- 
band." 

"Ay, Pemberton, this world would not be fit to 
inhabit but for the blessings of hypocrisy. How 
would the belief in the existence of good vanish, if 
for only five minutes we could see each other as we 
really are ! As for your Magnificent, he was half 
Quixote, half Cagliostro, and whole scamp, I take 
it, ready to let the lady live or die, as best suited his 
tinsel Magnificence, The London lawyer was quite 
right. He and the colonel should have swung 
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together, one for intending murder, the other for 
concealing and rewarding the intention." 

" I think not," said I. *' A coarse, stupid man 
would either have done nothing, and left the lady to 
destruction, or would have denounced the husband 
and broken the wife's heart. The Magnificent did 
it with a masterly hand, firm and tender, as a hero 
should be." 

" It is a good story, and well told. But tell me 
in confidence what you would have said for the 
colonel had you been his counsel at the Old Bailey ? 
There would have been an ovation of mendacity." 

" Peace to your gibes ; let us go out and watch the 
rain. There was a flash. Ay, now it comes with a 
rattle." And we finished the evening by sitting in 
the portico, and enjoying the thunderstorm. 



CHAPTER X. 

A RAINY DA Y. 

NEXT day came a deluge of rain, a leaden sky, 
a howling wind, clouds scudding from the 
south-east, with a frantic suUenness which held out 
no hope. The malignant splashes on the window- 
pane seemed to exult in our dreariness inside. 

In this changing world, however, there is nothing 
so unchanging as the post ; and so, in thunder, light- 
ning, and rain, came the letters at breakfast-time to 
Dagentree Grange. 

Dagentree opened his despatches with a growl : 

" ' Board of Guardians — Overseers of Weldon cum 
Baddingly — Allowance to Gregory Stokes.' Too 
bad, to feed our fellow-men like dogs, and take pride 
in it too. I \vish the paupers had the upper hand 
for one day in the year.'' 

** ' Vote and interest at ensuing election.' I shall 
give them neither, but what they neither ask nor 
wish for — a bit of my mind." 

" * Giles, the poacher, has escaped.' Glad of it I 
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should like to see Tomkins' face. This will give me 
the upper hand for a month." 

" ' Sir Charles and Lady Dashwood — request hon- 
our — Mr Dagentree and Mr Pemberton.' Sha'n't 
go ; what say you, Pemberton ? " 

*' I must first look at my own note." 

My own note ran thus : — 

Wendover, Tuesday, 

Dear Mr Pemberton, — Mamma bids me ask 
whether you and Mr Dagentree would come and 
lunch here on Friday, and play the return at cro- 
quet. Tell Mr Dagentree the widow will not be 
here, for she is going to the Dashwoods. 

I write to you because you are an idle lawyer, and 
will perhaps answer me. — Yours truly, 

Sophia Wendover. 

*'CoolI" said Dagentree, "writing to a man she 
has only seen once in her life." 

There was a spice of acid in his tone. 

" O foolish hermit," said I, " don't you see that 
is why she does write to me ? But I have a pro- 
posal to make. You shall go and play croquet ; I 
will go and meet the widow at the Dashwoods'." So 
it was settled accordingly. 

" Now," said Dagentree, " here is your kingdom for 
the day. My world of books is at your command. 



A RAINY DA Y. 83 

Use it as you like. I must go and do a little busi- 
ness, a little study, and perhaps, in reward for the 
' Magnificent,' cogitate some topic for our evening 
talk. I like to break my fallacies and paradoxes 
across your thick skull. I have besides asked Dr 
Bompas, the rector, to dinner, a sad preacher, but 
a most amusing and agreeable man/' 

Between reading, writing, smoking, and sleeping, 
the day at last wore away: and on descending to 
the library at seven o'clock I found Dr Bompas. 
He was a large, somewhat jovial -looking parson, 
with a twinkle in his eye, and a slight brogue in 
his speech, which did no injustice to his Hibernian 
origin. I had understood from Dagentree that his 
classical attainments were prodigious, and that he 
had carried off every laurel the university could 
bestow. If he was somewhat less refined than I had 
expected, he quite redeemed the character given 
of him by the vivacity and vigour of his conversa- 
tion. 

After dinner Dagentree said : " I had intended to 
have written a roundabout paper for you to-day, but 
could not find a subject, and had but two ideas in 
my head. Those two ideas, however, had some 
interest belonging to them. They were — 
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BREAKFAST AND DINNER. 



PART I. — BREAKFAST. 

** Listen ! " said our host, " while I sing, or say, 
about breakfast." 

" Now that we have had dinner, say away," said 
Dr Bompas, "but I have my views on the subject 
also. You do not mean to read that paper to us ? " 

" Do not be afraid. You shall strike in when you 
like. I only serve a ball for you, as they do at 
rackets, and you and Pemberton may keep it up as 
long as you please." 

** Play ! " said the doctor. 

"The active voice of life may be divided into 
breakfast and dinner. Lunch is an adjunct of break- 
fast, as tea is of dinner. Five o'clock tea is an irregu- 
lar verb, and should be declined " 

" Entirely," said the doctor. 

" The passive voice, of which I do not propose to 
speak, consists of sleep ; not that there is not a great 
deal which might be profitably said about sleep, 
which has its characteristics quite as well marked as 
those of waking hours. One man sleeps like a gentle- 
man, another like a hog. If you wish to know a 
man's real character, look at him as he sleeps. The 
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expression of the sleeper varies no doubt, but it is a 
true expression. All a man is and thinks of when 
awake, is stamped on his slumbering features, — fear, 
wrath, love, hate, avarice, affection. Waking hours 
may hide them : but the mind wears no mask in the 
dominions of Morpheus. Before I choose a man for 
my friend, I should like to see him asleep." 

" He '11 have a chance with us, if he reads long," 
said the doctor in a stage-whisper to me. 

" At present, however, I mean to tell you the views 
of a recluse on the two great divisions of the active 
voice of life. The day starts with breakfast ; it ends, 
or it ought to end, with dinner. At breakfast, all is 
in prospect ; our hopes, intentions, misgivings for the 
day, are all in the future. It is the youth of the 
twenty-four hours, full of uncertain anticipation. By 
dinner-time, the day has run its course ; we have 
lived that day's life, and we surrender ourselves to 
retrospect with what appetite we may. 

" I dislike the collective, aggregate breakfast-table, 
at which the creatures eat in company. Breakfast 
was meant to be a solitary meal; for until the human 
machine is wound up, oiled, and gently set in motion, 
it is unfitted for social operations. Why should a 
man speak at breakfast ? Why should he think of 
anything but repairing the void which long abstinence 
has made ? Is it meet that he should be expected 



86 A VISIT TO MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN. 

to jest at such a time, or laugh spasmodically at 
the jests of others ? Nature cries aloud that she is 
outraged by so unreasonable a strain on her energies, 
and I often refuse to tax her so far. It is a sulky, 
unsocial meal, dedicated to silence and the Times'^ 

" You are for breakfast in bed, are you ? " broke 
in the doctor. " I am sure you are not one of them. 
Who is the fellow who writes a book about breakfast 
in bed ? He deserves to have none." 

"Now and then, for a holiday," I suggested, 
"breakfast in bed is not unpleasant. It is like 
getting up at five in the morning." 

" I agree," said Dagentree, " the kind of fellow 
who likes to breakfast in bed is of much the same 
mettle as the habitually early riser. He has no 
heart. Your early riser gets up for the pleasure of 
despising his neighbour ; and it is wonderful how 
much Pharisaical pride is fostered by the effort. 
Your breakfasteer in bed lies there to show his 
scorn and contempt of right-minded men, who wash 
and dress and shave before ten o'clock. But these 
are not the stuff of which good fellows or friends are 
made. One rises sour and chilly ; the other nervous 
and discontented. One has expended all his whole- 
some energy before the world is awake ; the other has 
lost all the freshness of his vital organism for the day 
before he begins it." 
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The Doctor, It is a very doubtful enjoyment at the 
best, having breakfast in bed. It is luxurious, but 
still imperfect. Like all human bliss, a drop of bitter 
mingles in the very fountain of pleasure. The Times 
won't lie straight. The pillow slips from behind your 
aching neck. You cannot reach the butter without 
an effort, which capsises the tea over the muffin, 
whence, in a broad brown stream, it trickles to the 
counterpane. It is, after all, but labour and sorrow. 
The fish slides off its plate ; and when at last the 
meal is ended, and you turn round for a final snooze, 
your cheek is glued by a drop of honey to the pillow, 
and your sheets are like a nutmeg-grater, by reason 
of innumerable crumbs of wandering toast, till your 
torture is worthy of 

** Luke's iron crown, or Damien*s bed of steel.*' 

Dagetttree, The retribution is just, and the bitterest 
drop of all is the sneaking sense of unworthiness, 
springing from a base attempt to eat your bread in 
secret. A right-minded man may healthily rise at 
seven, and breakfast at eight — although there is 
something rather priggish even in that hour. Nine 
or half-past nine I approve of, and command none 
to be later than ten. Then, glowing and good- 
humoured, you begin, with a pleasant exterior and 
an easy conscience, the labours of the day. 

Pcmberton. I wonder how people felt when they 
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breakfasted at seven in the morning, and went to bed 
at nine at night. I suspect it was a more natural and 
healthy life. 

Dagentree, You may find it on the Continent where 
you will. Our late hours, it must be owned, are 
insular and provincial. When you lounge out of 
Meurice's, at twelve o'clock, with the bright Parisian 
sun high above your head, while the fresh-looking 
matrons and bonnes sit with the children in the 
gardens of the Tuileries, and take your sauntering 
way down the boulevards, studded with merry 
groups at the doors of the caf^s, your day is only 
beginning, and you wonder to find the inhabitants 
of a great city so idle. You call to mind the roar 
and hum and hideous money-making hurry of the 
Strand and Fleet Street, and contrast it with the 
easy-going, light-hearted gaiety of the metropolis 
of pleasure. But if you think that Paris does not 
work hard, and grasp after money-making like the 
keenest of you, you are mistaken. The business 
day in Paris is over before yours begins. From six 
to eleven are their hours of work. They are as long 
as from ten to three, and much more undisturbed ; 
and then, his labour finished, the Parisian pursues 
recreation as the other and more important object of 
life. But, unlike our dyspeptic Pharisees, he seeks 
his couch early, and takes his full share of sleep. 
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One sees the merit of this system in its result. 
Our British merchant, or our British lawyer, like 
Pemberton there, has no time to devote to the 
cultivation of pleasure. All his daylight hours are 
consecrated to Plutus. What he calls pleasure, if 
it come at all, is courted in the shape of indigestible 
dinners, consumed at unnatural midnight hours; or 
he looks for her, amid many others, as sombre as 
himself, packed into a few square yards in Eaton 
Square or South Kensington. All this is unhealthy, 
and, what is worse, is dull and dreary, bad for the 
English brain, and makes John Bull appear the dis- 
agreeable fellow all the world believes him to be. 

The Doctor. I will tell you a little episode which 
befel me in foreign parts, which to this day I 
cannot think of without a creeping horror, and which 
has given me a lasting antipathy to these outlandish 
ways. 

THE GHOST OF GHENT. 

It is now a good many years ago — when you, my 
friends, were being birched at Harrow, all for your 
good, and doubtless too little of it — that I obtained 
a travelling scholarship at Balliol. It was after 
Gladstone and Sidney Herbert's time, and after 
Pusey, Froude, and Newman's. 

Proud I was, an unknown Irishman, of being sent 
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abroad to see the world at the expense of my college, 
and started, of course, with the full conviction that it 
was mine oyster, and that I should open it by my wits. 

I was not then teres atque rotunduSy as the good 
things of Weldon cum Baddingly have since made 
me. I was slim, gaunt and angular, and had the 
longest legs, and the tallest and thinnest figure in 
Oxford. I was crammed to the roof with classics, 
and was utterly innocent of the slightest knowledge 
of the world, my fellow men, or any modern language 
under the sun. 

I bought a Murray, and my third day's pilgrimage 
landed me at Ghent. A charming, mediaeval, sleepy 
town, which the remembrance of the incident I am 
about to mention has associated with most unpleasant 
thoughts. 

The hotel at which I put up — it was the Grand 
Monarque, or some such name — was an old, ghostly, 
wooden -staircased, many -passaged, tobacco- scented 
hostelry. I had dined on my journey, and having 
secured my room, I sallied out in an August evening, 
intending to have a bit of supper on my return. 

It was but shortly after nine when I regained the 
hotel. The streets, I had remarked, were ominously 
still, and on arriving at my quarters, I found the doors 
shut and saw no symptom of life within. After 
making a noise, which anywhere but in Ghent would 
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have roused the seven sleepers, but of which no one 
outside took the slightest heed, I heard scuttling 
sounds, and the door was stealthily unbarred, and a 
native of doubtful sex — for his, her, or its habiliments 
left that uncertain — holding a dim oil lamp in its 
hand, reluctantly gave me admission* The door was 
shut and barred behind me, and before I could utter 
a word the grim feature disappeared, muttering some 
guttural sounds, entirely unintelligible to me. There 
I was left, at the foot of the gaunt staircase, in utter 
darkness, without the slightest idea in what direction 
my room lay. To add to my comfort, I knew the 
house to be full of swells, as they would now be 
called, as I had read a long list of them in the travel- 
lers' book. 

I yelled aloud in English for the waiter. A mock- 
ing echo from the passages above was all the answer 
I received. I was young, horribly shy, and morbidly 
conceited, and the notion of being the hero of a 
Comedy of Errors was appalling. Visions of high- 
born heads peeping over the banisters in wrath or in 
derision made me resolve to be silent. It occurred 
to me that the door of my room must be open, while 
those which were occupied would be shut. Groping 
therefore, as best I could, up the creaking staircase, 
and feeling along the passage, I at last came to an 
open door, and inwardly praising my presence of 
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mind and sagacity, I entered boldly. But I had not 
taken three steps before a smothered shriek was heard, 
and a gruff voice roared out, " Qiias-tu lA, coquin ? " 
Horrified, I retreated my three steps hurriedly, and 
regained the covert of the dark passage just in time 
to hear the door angrily shut and bolted. My position 
was more hopeless than ever. 

There was no saying what might happen if I tried 
that experiment again, and yet, to spend the night 
on a Belgian staircase seemed to promise neither 
dignity nor comfort. I then bethought me that I 
had, in a little tinder box. some cigar fusees, of the 
ancient German type, and a wax taper ; and much 
provoked that I had not thought of this before, I 
endeavoured to obtain a light. But as every one 
knows who ever tried the experiment, it is not easy 
to light a candle with a fusee. It bursts into flame, 
but before your trembling fingers can apply it to the 
wick, it is out ; and after exhausting my whole stock 
of matches, filling the staircase with a strong sul- 
phureous odour, and nearly setting the old boards on 
fire by the smouldering tinder, I was left in the dark- 

:. Ackeronta movebo, I said, 
11 plunge into the depths, 
my way to a subterranean 
scene of my deliverance, I 
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cannot tell. It seemed like a long hideous night. 
At last a piercing scream was uttered close to me. 
Then I heard a fall like that of a carpet-bag. Then 
came a rushing to and fro of many feet, and at last, 
to my intense joy, a light I should not have cared 
had it disclosed a cellar full of demons, so glad was I 
to escape from that phantom darkness. 

The feet were those of waiters and chambermaids. 
The fall that of a plump English lady's maid. I 
pass by the first confusion, the Babel of tongues, and 
the surprise which my appearance there created. 
The bearer of the light fortunately spoke English, 
and to him, not too credulous, I confided my woes. 
The unfeigned indignation of my tone satisfied 
him : and he got me a candle and showed me my 
room. 

The immediate cause of my rescue was absurd 
enough, although nearly attended with serious conse- 
quences to the unfortunate Betty, who was found in 
strong hysterics, and had hardly recovered by next 
morning. It seems that in my fruitless attempts to 
light my taper I had covered my fingers with phos- 
phorus from the matches ; and my constant gesticu- 
lations in the dark had rubbed it over my dress. The 
apparition of a lean figure, nearly seven feet high, 
glowing in the dark passage with unearthly light, was 
enough to upset stronger nerves than Betty's. 
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Dagentree. Betty thought you 

" A spirit, too, and bright 
"With something of an angel's light." 

Doctor. Probably, with a various reading. But 
you will not now wonder that I hate early hours. I 
went off to St Petersburg next day, and found that 
the story had arrived there before me with many 
additional embellishments; and nowhere in all the 
grand tour could I escape the detestable popularity 
of the Ghost of Ghent. 

Dagentree, To resume my dissertation. I hate a 
country house breakfast, with a dining-room full of 
people. The quiet domestic town breakfast, if well 
appointed, is endurable. It is pleasant to see fresh, 
happy, contented-looking girls, with real smiles on 
their faces, and nothing of the pillow in their voices, 
assemble round the breakfast-table, with no blank 
chair left for any lazy Banquo to occupy. But a 
breakfast party of a dozen or fifteen ill-assorted beings 
is often truly revolting. The inmates of the menag- 
erie I spoke of the other day are never so unpleasant 
as at their morning meal. Even their aspect has 
changed since last evening. The smiling Laura is 
solemn. The nods and becks and wreathed smiles 
with which the Dowager retired to rest have vanished, 
and yield to snappish devotion to buttered toast. 
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Why does Captain Clavering answer the charming 
Nelly in monosyllables? and why does the young 
squire, who was so tender last night, talk farming 
down the table to the old squire this morning ? 
Everything goes wrong. When the captain's tingling 
nerves are a trifle soothed by tea and chicken-pie, 
and he tries to renew his attentions, the charming 
Nelly is deep in a consultation with Laura on some 
recondite point of feminine adornment, and the 
captain cannot get in a word. He sits with his eyes 
and mouth half-open, looking as foolish as a sensible 
man will do, when he wants to talk, and is snubbed. 
He had made up his mind last night to speak in 
earnest, but he is fast relapsing ; and is not sure that 
it would not be better to go for a week's cub-hunting 
to Bob Tracy at Ashcourt. 

Doctor. There is some truth in what you say, 
Dagentree, but you are too bitter. When you begin 
to surround your own table with bright faces belong- 
ing to yourself, you will feel very differently, and find 
a pleasure in a chattering group, which your sulky 
breakfast -table never knew. You remember the 
picture of a beaming tutelary genius, lithe but finely 
rounded, with loves of boots, and half-coquettish 
petticoat under her looped dress, stepping bravely 
through the snow on her errand of kindness to the 
village, beauty and goodness and freshness on her 
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morning face. Many are the breakfast-tables in our 
English homes of which such visions are the sunshine. 
Would you have the ladies as well as the men break- 
fast alone, or exchange the cheerful greeting of a 
circle of such companions, for the dreary selfishness 
of a Parisian morning, or the scrambling of a Yankee 
hotel ? You forget, as Benedict did, that you may 
live to be married. 

Dagentree. I do not forget any of the ills which 
flesh is heir to. When I do quit my sober senses I 
shall probably profess many follies, and act many 
hypocrisies, from which my freed soul at present 
protects me. But I will not talk ever of ladies. 
What of man, in the masculine, as he appears in his 
breakfast condition, when he comes down of a morn- 
ing to look for his food } Is there a manly soul that 
would not rather find the breakfast-room empty .^ 
Of course, a gentleman will face any terrors where 
the gentler sex is concerned ; but usually the mind 
of man is taciturn until his morning meal is over. 

There are no doubt exceptions, but they are gene- 
rally an obnoxious class. I have seen a chirping 
chattering sparrow of a man, fresh in colour, dapper 
in person, with a provoking idiotic and perennial 
chuckle, which not the death of his best friend would 
dissipate, who prides himself on keeping up conver- 
sation, as he calls it, amid a sombre and subdued 
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fraternity, and whose impenetrable self-complacency 
alone prevents him from seeing that the general wishes 
of the company would consign him to some place 
where he would cease to smile. But nothing moves 
him. The forced laugh of Laura, the grim and awful 
solemnity of Nelly, and Captain Clavering's ferocious 
scowl, have no effect whatever on his well-tempered 
armour. The thin but noisy stream continues on its 
course, saying everything it should not say, suggesting 
everything it is awkward or unpleasant or ill-timed to 
suggest, with a hideous and irritating liveliness which, 
like Malvolio's grimaces, would tempt one to hurl 
things at him. 

Doctor. Well hit off, indeed. I know the vain, 
garrulous bird, and have had a shot at him before 
now. But I know a worse infliction. He is usually 
an habitue^ an ami de maison^ a led captain, a kind 
of domesticated stock man, who spends his life in his 
friends' country houses, making himself universally 
useful and disagreeable. These parasites are found 
everywhere, and when they once get hold, it is in 
vain to try to dislodge them. They rule the court, 
the camp, the grove, much more supremely than love 
does. This creature always gets up early; it suits 
its nature and its interests. The miseries and indig- 
nities which the man is forced to undergo do not 
deter him. The wind may be easterly, every window 
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and door open, draughts of the most piercing and 
deadly chilliness may pour from every quarter on 
his devoted head. Here Jane with her broom sweeps 
him out of the library in a cloud of dust. There 
Sally runs right against him with a shovelful of 
blazing cinders. He finds the upper footman gossip- 
ing with the under housemaid in the drawing-room. 
Jeames stares 'aughtily at him, and continues his 
flirtation without the slightest recognition of his 
presence. All these things, however, he endures, for 
it is a phase of the domestic world which is generally 
unknown, and his knowledge may become power one 
day. If driven out by stress of weather, he pokes 
about the stables or pries into the melon frames, and 
finds everything, as he hoped, in the precise condi- 
tion in which it was not meant to be seen. Then 
the fiend returns and prates of the morning air and 
dew-drops on the grass. 

Dagentree, One phase of breakfast we have for- 
gotten, I mean the town breakfast, to which one is 
invited by literary friends, to eat plovers' eggs and 
early strawberries, and talk one's wisest. The insti- 
tution is associated with great names; but it is a 
word of fear to me. To trundle from St James's 
Street to Hyde Park Gardens, at an early hour, with 
the certainty that you will be set down beside a fat 
Frenchman, and have your nerves and appetite de- 
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stroyed and your temper soured for the day, is a trial 
of friendship which I have stood with firmness, but 
which it were not prudent often to repeat. 

Pemberton. I know a man of our inn, Eversley 
Jones, who was once an afflicting illustration of what 
may befall one who goes out to breakfast. His 
father was an old friend of a distinguished M.P., not 
less celebrated for his kindliness than for his break- 
fasts. Now, Eversley Jones had received his first 
brief, and an invitation to breakfast at Russell Square. 
The consultation and the breakfast were fixed for the 
same day — Sir John's at half-past ten, the Attorney- 
General at half-past twelve. So Jones thought no- 
thing could have suited better, and started from the 
Temple at ten o'clock, thinking it ungracious to 
forestall in any way the hospitality of the baronet. 
He arrived, and was received with cordiality and 
kindness, but he saw no signs either of guests or 
breakfast. About eleven, one or two men dropped 
in, and gradually he became aware that the compli- 
ment paid him was even greater than he had sus- 
pected, and that certain magnates were to honour 
the entertainment. He was proud, but he was also 
hungry. Half-past eleven, no signs. A quarter to 
twelve, and the august guests arrive. Twelve o'clock, 
five, ten minutes past. He has only time to reach 
the Temple, and as the party defile into the break- 
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fast-room, Jones rushed, famishing and wild, to his 
consultation on the wings of a hansom. As ill luck 
would have it, he had to wait an hour for the Attorney- 
General. Then exhaustion had driven his case out 
of his head. He answered his leader's questions at 
random ; disgusted his employer, and sneaked home 
to his chambers in a state of starvation and annoy- 
ance not to be described. 
Dagentree, 

"Bear me, some god, oh I quickly bear me hence " 

to some Highland hostelry, to breezy Braemar, or 
beauteous Glengarry, or lone Loch Fannich, or the 
wilds of Sutherland ; bring me to the odours of peat 
fires. Spread before me the fresh kipper, the frizzling 
rasher, the new-laid eggs, and leave me to breakfast 
amid the moors. There one may sleep as sleeps the 
hunter of deer, and see on rising the mists floating 
along the cliffs of Wyvis, or lying like a fairy feather 
bed on the bosom of Loch Garry; and there one 
may breakfast like a man. True, you may succeed in 
those regions in being left with nothing to eat ; but 
that is in itself a new sensation to pampered Sybarites. 

Doctor. Pass the claret ; one may find nothing to 
drink nearer home, it would seem. 

Dagentree, Finish the bottle, doctor, and we shall 
have another to help us to consider the rest of the 
active voice. 



CHAPTER XL 

A RAINY DA K 
PART II. — DINNER. 

*" I ^HE morning repast is over : and whether it be 
-•- consumed in court or cabin, in society or in 
solitude, by lounging club-man of the Albany, or 
weather-beaten clod-hopper of the fields, sitting by 
the lane side, his little grand-daughter by his knee, 
waiting and prattling until the tin pitcher is empty, 
and it is time for her to trot home with it, I hope all 
are the better of it. Ah ! woe is me for the man 
whose heart is too sad, or too low, to eat breakfast, 
and who is launched unprovisioned on the cold work 
of the world. Amid the well-fed wayfarers who 
jostle him on every side, he is pretty sure to go to 
the wall. A worn and fainting spirit has not a 
chance unless its tenement of clay be reasonably 
sustained. If it fail at breakfast the contest is over. 
It may haul down the flag and surrender. 

Now, however, the matutinal prologue is spoken. 
The play has begun, — comedy, tragedy, farce, grave 
and gay, high life and low life. All the parts which 
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feverish mortals act have been crowded into those 
eight or ten hours which we call a day : and now for 
the epilogue of dinner. Back come the players with 
whom we parted in the morning, to wind up the per- 
formance. But very different are they from the 
group which sat round the breakfast-table, or the 
hermits who devoured their solitary meal. Captain 
Clavering, refreshed by a bracing day's shooting, 
you would hardly recognise as the growling, taciturn 
recluse who would not speak to Nelly in the morn- 
ing. He is gallant, exuberant, and joyous, in all the 
splendour of radiant linen, rich and rare, though un- 
obtrusive, studs, and the quiet perfection of his even- 
ing toilet. Mamma is brilliant with smiles and the 
newest of head-dresses : and as to Laura and Nelly, 
as they sail in under the mild refulgence of the ante- 
prandial lightj surely never alighted on this earth a 
more delightful vision. 

All hail, dinner of the Britons ! " thou great god 
of our idolatry." Other nations eat, nay, fare sump- 
tuously. Philippe and the Trois Fr^res have meat and 
cooks not to be rivalled. But they know not what it 
is to dine in the sense of the British constitution. 
Dinner brings us, like Hesperus, all good things — 
home to the wanderer, to the wearied rest. Does 
a country cousin come with a note from your aunt } 
Of course you ask him to dinner. Do you meet a 
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friend fresh from the Antipodes, whom you have not 
seen for thirty years ? You have nothing to say to 
each other, but you ask him to dinner. Has an old 
acquaintance grown shy of you ? Have you had a 
little difficulty with a comrade ? You meet unex- 
pectedly, colour up to the temples, and stammer out 
unmeaning, preposterous words, but you have asked 
him to dinner, and you are the dearest friends on 
earth. Has a patriot done great things for his 
country ? Has a general saved her in the field ? 
Not for them the laurel or the civic crown ; what 
can a grateful nation do but invite them to dinner ? 
Sacred, then, be the solemn rite. Favete Unguis — 
tread gently the carpeted ante-room of the temple ; 
let your voice be soft and low, and wait with sub- 
dued reverence the opening of the folding doors, and 
the splendours of the feast. 

Doctor, If breakfast be a solitary meal, dinner is 
unquestionably gregarious. All men hate to dine 
alone. It is as bad as drinking alone — an incon- 
gruous and unwholesome thing. The petals of the 
mind may be closed at breakfast-time, but under 
the bright and cheery beams of dinner they expand 
like a convolvulus at noon. What about the hour to 
dine } A very important question. 

Dagentree. I desire not to be dogmatic on that 
matter, but to dine at dinner-time, and be content. 
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Nevertheless, I greatly incline to the supper of the 
ancients, or dinner of the modems, because therewith 
ends the working day. The storms and struggles of 
the day — corroding Care, 

** Grim-visaged, comfortless Despair, 
And Sorrow's piercing dart," 

which beset the furrowed brow, in the counting-house 
or the study, vanish at the sound of the dinner gong. 
There is nothing left to do but to dine. No vista of 
vexing duty, no background of distasteful toil, bounds 
the genial prospect. It is the epilogue, and then the 
curtain drops over the weary players. An eight 
o'clock dinner, therefore, I recommend, and I do it 
every day. But whatever be the dinner hour, punc- 
tuality is the soul of it There is no greater imperti- 
nence which a man can commit than being too late 
for dinner. 

Pemberton, Excepting being too soon. 

Doctor. Ah ! that " too soon " has had its own 
share of luck in the world. Why should *' too late " 
be chalked up on melancholy walls, and made the 
burden of howling ditties, while "too soon" is to 
escape altogether } What has " too late " ever done 
which "too soon" has not also to answer for? 
Despair seizes you if you are too late for the train, 
but you take no account of that large portion of 
human life wholly consumed on miserable platforms 
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by " too soon." If you had waited, perhaps your old 
flame would have put aside her weeds and accepted 
you. But you must needs be in a hurry, and " too 
soon " has extinguished your chance for ever. 

Dagentree. Or you have stalked a monarch of the 
forest, through a long weary day, grovelling on your 
hands and knees after a long-legged kilted gillie, 
through morass and fen, over rocks and boulders, 
crawling through the long tangled heather, and at 
last you are close to him. " Not yet," says Donald, 
but " now " says " too soon : " crack goes your rifle, 
and off goes the stag. Your whole day's labour has 
been lost, through the influence of the demon. 

Doctor, Talking of dinner, did I ever tell you how 
Phelim O'CarroU did not dine with the archbishop } 
If not, perhaps you will not object to a true tale of 

TOO SOON. 

Phelim O'Carroll is now a reverend dean in a 
cathedral town in Ireland, and may be a bishop or 
an archbishop himself some day. But when Phelim 
was in deacon's orders, he went to London on a 
jaunt, and took with him a letter to the archbishop 
-—he is dead years ago — and he left it and his card, 
as in duty bound, in Upper Brook Street, and the 
archbishop sent him an invitation to dinner. 

Now, the archbishop, though a grave, decorous, 
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dignified prelate, and somewhat stem of aspect 
when on duty, was as full of fun and frolic in his 
heart as any Phelim among them, and was the last 
man to play the bashaw or starch his neckcloths in 
his own house. But Phelim was in the clouds with 
delight and glory when he got that card. For a 
fortnight before the appointed day did he worship 
it, carrying it about with him wherever he went, and 
looking at the august name in close proximity to his 
own with a devoted awe, mingled with a sense of 
coming greatness. The day before the event was to 
come off, however, as he was reading the magic scroll 
in a hansom cab, a gust of wind blew it from his 
grasp, and he saw it no more. 

Next morning, as he lay thinking that the revolv- 
ing earth had brought round the great day at last, 
the question suddenly flashed on him — What was 
the dinner hour? Phelim had never dined with a 
great man before. His father, the Galway squireen, 
was of Hibernian and primitive habits ; and although 
he had read the mystic number oyer and over again, 
he had read it until he had forgotten it. The only 
impression it had made was, that it was something 
so unusual as to be quite in keeping with the 
tremendous nature of the rest of the communica- 
tion. Was it six, or was it half-past six, or could 
it be seven ? He found no end in wandering mazes 
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lost. He might call and ask, but that would look 
rustic and careless ; so he compromised the matter, 
and knocked boldly at his grace's door at half-past 
six. 

He had to wait some minutes before he was ad- 
mitted ; and the opening of the door was preceded 
by a scuffling and tittering in the passage. A foot- 
man, with one arm in his coat and the other in the 
act of entering the sleeve, bestowed on him such a 
look of freezing insolence as a West-end flunkey 
alone can bestow. Phelim's heart sank somewhat 
within him : but he was not the sort of fellow to be 
brow-beat by a flunkey ; so he walked in as if he 
was master of the house, and was shown, unan- 
nounced, into the drawing-room. A housemaid of 
doubtful tidiness was in the act of lighting the fire ; 
and on his approach, gathered up her insignia hastily, 
and scuttled away like a startled rat. The door was 
shut ; and the fatal fact was only too plain — he had 
come *' too soon." 

It was a bitter evening in London April, with a 
pinching east wind, fog, and every atmospheric 
misery. The windows were open, and Phelim did 
not dare to shut his grace's windows ; round and 
round his cage he walked, learned three or four 
pictures by heart ; counted the medallions on the 
carpet one way, then counted them the other ; 
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peered into a bowl of gold fish on the table, and 
turned over every book he could find. Twice, with 
a beating heart, did he hear the drawing-room door 
open ; but it was only to admit an inquisitive head, 
which, on the pretence of ignorance that there was 
any one there, wanted to see what was shut up in 
the drawing-room. At last, he heard a sound of 
merry voices and rapid steps — the door burst open, 
and in rushed, at full speed, a young lady, with an 
elderly gentleman at her heels, in uproarious frolic. 
The lady, as she fled, with her head averted, came 
plump into Phelim's arms, who in his turn capsized 
the gold fish, and with his superincumbent burden 
fell, crashing the bowl in his descent. 

How he escaped from the house, he never could 
explain ; but it is certain that he did not dine with 
the archbishop, and that he was laid up for a week 
in Manchester Buildings with troublesome glass cuts. 

Many years afterwards, as he was dining with 
a barrister in Dublin, and sitting next the lady of 
the house, she turned to her other neighbour, and 
asked him to help the salmon, " For," she said, with 
a smile, " Mr O'CarroU is unlucky with fish." Then 
she reminded him of his disaster, and told the story 
with great point, softening some of the incidents, 
however, to spare Phelim's blushes and her own. 
And a man who heard it told it to me. 
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Dagentree. The difference, however, is that "too 
soon " may often be repaired, but ** too late " never. 
I confess, hermit as I am, to liking a pleasant dinner 
party. It is the only thing I look back to with 
pleasure in my London life. As to the eating and 
drinking part of it, I am comparatively, not posi- 
tively, indifferent, and would rather not dine at all 
than talk about or criticise my food ; so that the 
edible be hot, and the potable be sound, I am con- 
tent ; although, to tell the truth, these simple 
requisites are of the rarest Still they are not 
nearly so rare as well-assorted guests. A party 
of eight or ten intelligent men and pretty women 
is a very refreshing way of ending a day of 
industry, whether the toil has consisted in using 
time, or in killing it. Why pretty women? you 
may ask. Not for their good looks, I assure you : 
but pretty women generally converse with more 
ease than plain women. They are more accus- 
tomed to their position, and have more confidence 
in themselves. 

Doctor. I do not agree with you in that proposition, 
and when you are as old as I am you will change 
your opinion. It may be true among boys and girls, 
but not with men and women. A plain girl, talking 
to a parti like you, is often depressed and shy. But 
a woman of sense, whose looks are not attractive. 
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lays herself out to make up for it by other advan- 
tages ; and many of the pleasantest women I have 
ever known had features which, but for their intelli- 
gence, had nothing to recommend them. For my 
part, I like to watch the play of an animated ugly 
face. The earnest and intelligent spirit breaks 
through the ungenial tenement of clay, and lights it 
up with a marvellous radiance. 

Dagentree, Each to his taste; mine inclines to 
beauty, and married beauty, for a dinner party ; for 
marriage gives dignity and ease. But it is sad to 
think how few men — diners-out especially — try to 
be agreeable without reference to what others may 
think of them. 

Pemberton, As far as my scanty experience goes, 
I think the Frenchman is our superior in that respect. 
He studies the art of pleasing, not that his self-love 
may be flattered by your good opinion, but as a part 
of the science' of living. If a stranger feels awkward, 
or ill at ease, he feels his own credit at stake ; he 
has failed in a duty, and hastens to repair his fault. 
Whereas, if your Englishman does exert himself to 
please, it is frequently to feed his own self-compla- 
cency, to think how well he is talking, and how plea- 
sant the party must think him. 

Doctor. By one sure symptom you may with cer- 
tainty detect the lurking vanity in the breast of the 
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diner-out. If you find him anxious to promote con- 
versation in others, then he is of the true mettle. If 
he is impatient of the voices of those around him, 
set him down for an impostor who only cares for the 
sound of his own. 

Dagentree. I hate lions, unless they are very big 
ones ; your scientific lion of the smaller breed, most 
of all, especially when dashed with a spice of infidelity. 
What a bore such a one can be ! How he twists and 
turns the topics of the table, that he may find a 
stepping-stone to mount his hobby from, and how 
wearily he rides it, jolting over the stony ground, 
until, in sheer exhaustion, the party leave the road 
clear ! Of course, in the best circles, such intruders 
are duly punished ; for they always find some well- 
bred man who knows more than they do, and who 
inserts, without an effort, and with a quiet smile on 
his face, his sharp stiletto under the fifth rib. I have 
seen the victim of the operation writhe like a beetle 
with a pin through its back, during the rest of the 
evening, transfixed by the fatal dart. But in the 
ordinary rounds to which you and I belong, these 
pedants are asked for their roaring, and we are ex- 
pected to 

** Wonder with a foolish look of praise." 

Doctor. Dinner-talk is a great science. In my 
time I have known some of its great professors in 
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whose hands it was a charming power. I have met 

M 1 and listened to him by the hour, as if he 

was the genie just ascended from his copper vase, 
pouring forth all the stores of thought he had accu- 
mulated during his sojourn there. It was magnifi- 
cent, if it was not quite conversation, and sent you 
home with your mind inebriated with imagery, and 
with a profound conviction of your own littleness. 
Of Sydney Smith I may say, "Virgilium vidi tan- 
tum ; " he probably was the greatest of all — and 
Rogers also I once encountered. Some of our living 
great ones too I have known. But these were like 
going to the play, and were too exciting for ordinary 
consumption. I like a man with a quiet, well-modu- 
lated voice, with a quick but refined sense of the 
ridiculous, a rapid insight into his neighbour's brain, 
and a real love of humouring and playing into his 
neighbour's current of thought — who takes up unim- 
portant topics and returns them with a point without 
a barb — ^who can talk and eat at the same time, and 
who never seems to ask you to listen to him. Such 
a man, if well-informed, with cultivated tastes, read- 
ing, and knowledge of the world, is he in whose com- 
pany I should wish to dine. 

Dagentree, It is an offence and an impertinence in 
any but the giants of the world to attempt to pre- 
dominate at the dinner-table. He who would rule 
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there, must never seem to rule. I love, when I en- 
counter a self-sufficient talker, who thinks he has a 
talent for the kind of thing, to watch my opportunity 
when he is fairly under weigh, and drive my lumber- 
ing vehicle right across his donkey-cart, by introduc- 
ing in a voice, loud, but unconscious, some common- 
place on a subject far remote. It is ill-bred, I admit, 
and the sinner must be notorious to justify it; but 
covert smiles from an emancipated circle have often 
rewarded me for the discipline. The man who ac- 
quires real power over that empire must be true, 
kindly, and genial, anxious to give pleasure, desirous 
to avoid all that can give pain — inspired, in short, 
with a wish to be happy in the enjoyment of those 
around him. I am not sure that I know such a man. 

Pemberton. I have known some clever men emin- 
ently disagreeable companions after dinner, from an 
underbred idea that the soul of wit is to make your 
friend uncomfortable. Of course, when assailed, one 
must return the thrust ; but such contests are bad for 
digestion, and the offender, who is generally a par^ 
venUy should not be asked again. 

Dageniree, Perhaps he may be a lawyer. But far 
from the altar of dinner be disputation. I never 
heard a proposition at such a time I would not will- 
ingly concede rather than dispute about it. I would 
believe all things, or surrender all things, sooner than 

H 
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brush the surface by what Cowper calls an animated 
'* No/' Controversy is for the morning, or for the 
House of Commons. The dining-room is a Con- 
ciliation Hall, into which contention never should 
enter. 

Let the curtain fall — the play is played out. 



CHAPTER XII. 



PHOTOGRAPHY. 



X TEXT day we were to make our respective ex- 
-^ ^ peditions : Dagentree to lunch at Wendover, 
and I to dine, and meet the redoubtable widow, at 
the Dashwoods'. 

In the morning I was much amused with my 
friend's struggle between shyness and philosophy — 
the grandeur of his air of indifference, and the sneak- 
ing complacency at the prospect. I tried a little 
gentle banter on the charms of the fair Sophia, but 
found that the attempt inspired an amount of solemn 
dignity which warned me off the ground. So I turned 
to my own prospects, and began to speculate on 
whom the Dashwoods might have to meet me. 

" I explained to you the resources of the country 
yesterday," said my host. " A stray man from town, 
like yourself, a pursebound sporting man, or a 
wandering judge of assize, will be the garnish : but 
the substantial part of the feast will be provided 
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from the materials we surveyed from Praslington 
Common." 

*' If they furnish anything as pleasant as the Wen- 
dover croquet party," said I, ** I shall be fortunate. To 
a man who only dines in the Temple, and surveys no 
one but his brethren from morning to night, you can- 
not imagine what attraction there is in meeting, not 
lawyers, but the rest of mankind." 

** And then, the mysterious widow. Are you sure 
she did not come from the Salt Lake ? " 

** You at least know nothing of her. Remember 
how nearly I brought the showman to grief yesterday. 
You must learn that part better before you play it 
again." 

" I shall take an hour or two with the rod before I 
ride over. There must be mighty trout up. So good 
digestion to you, and good temper with it, which, as 
far as I see, is much required." 

With these gruff words, but with his wonted open 
smile, he left me. I had resolved on devoting the 
day to the great work in which I was engaged, 
illustrative of the interesting and exciting topics con- 
tained in the History, Theory, and Practice of the 
Law of Real Property. 

My labours made progress, as they generally do 
in such circumstances. I read Lord St Leonards, 
and wrote the thoughts of Pemberton thereon for 
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upwards of an hour, disturbed only by the hum of 
the bees around the window, and the song of the 
birds outside. After that, my attention and in- 
dustry began to flag, and my thoughts to wander. 
I began to scrawl, " With you, Mr Pemberton. Mr 
Pemberton, with papers, 50 g"**, Pemberton, Q.C., 
Sir Eustace Pemberton, Rt. Hon. Lord Pemberton," 
and a variety of other day-dreams, on the blotting- 
paper. I then, in deep meditation, sketched a variety 
of well-known legal heads — ^among which, indiscri- 
minately interspersed, appeared sundry profiles not 
unlike Sophia Wendover. I was roused from this 
interesting reverie by the respectable head of Briggs, 
informing me that his master had started, and inquir- 
ing when I should like to have lunch. I flung away 
my blotting-paper in convicted shame ; but too much 
perturbed to settle down to my work, I began to 
make a survey of the library. Well it repaid me. 
The editions were scarce, the condition perfect, the 
bindings ecstatic. There was the true Elzevir Virgil, 
with the red letters, and the miscounted page, and 
with a margin of wonderful width. There was the 
large paper Homer of the Foulis. There were all 
the Baskerville classics, unistained, in sumptuous 
morocco. There was the Chiromancy of Albertus 
Magnus, and Michael Scott, and the first edition of 
Drunken Barnaby, and a host of bibliographical 
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marvels besides. At last I came on a priceless Rabe- 
lais, and sat down on the top round of the library 
ladder to read him, Lord St Leonards and contingent 
remainders being utterly banished from memory. 

Happening to cast up my eyes, or rather from the 
elevation at which I sat, to cast them down, I per- 
ceived a figure standing among the flower-beds 
beneath, and looking with an air, half-abashed and 
half-impudent, at the house. I descended from my 
altitude, and on going to the window, thought I 
recognised the younger of the two travellers I had 
met in the train the day before. While I was 
ruminating on what his motive or errand could be, 
the mystery was solved by his suddenly producing a 
photographic camera, and proceeding with the usual 
mysterious manipulation of his craft. 

A wandering photographer is so common an ap- 
parition in these days, that the presence of one on 
the terrace would of itself have created no surprise. 
But taken in connection with the conversation I had 
overheard, the appearance of the stranger in this 
capacity struck me as singular and incongruous. I 
began to wonder whether his rays of light, and posi- 
tive proofs, of which I had heard him speak, might 
not after all be merely terms of art. It was possible. 
I could remember nothing which was said absolutely 
inconsistent with this supposition. Still, his presence 
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troubled me, and while his head was enveloped in 
his drapery, I threw open the sash, stepped up to 
him, and was by his side before he was aware of my 
approach. 

The startled expression which came across his face 
when, on withdrawing his head from its covering, he 
found me at his elbow, was sufficiently diverting. It 
plainly indicated to me that he thought no one was 
at home. Whether he recognised me at first I could 
not tell, but I had little doubt he did. He imme- 
diately, and with a jaunty courtesy, hoped he was 
not intruding, and explained in a nasal accent, which 
I had not observed in the carriage, that he was taking 
photographic views of the county-seats, and was 
collecting subscriptions for a work illustrative of the 
district. 

I said I was only a visitor ; but had no doubt Mr 
Dagentree would not object to so laudable an enter- 
prise, and suggested that it would have been better 
if he had announced his approach. 

He went on rather volubly to describe the atten- 
tions he had received at other houses, and pulling out 
a prospectus, requested to have the honour of my 
name and influence for the work, 

I laughed, and declined the favour, telling him that 
I was more in need of patrons than he was. He 
received back his books with an expression which 
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was intended for disappointment, but with a twinkle 
in his eye which rather belied it. I asked him to 
show me his sketches. 

** Haven't got the fixins here," said he ; " but I '11 
trouble you to find me housing in the coal-cellar." 

I thought it a strange and modest request ; but 
before I could reply, Briggs, his highly respectable 
white locks streaming in the breeze, appeared at the 
open window, with a stern look of outraged propriety 
on his countenance. 

" Wait a flash," said my friend, and in an inslant 
he had withdrawn one slide, put in another, and in a 
minute emerged again from his covering with a $lf- 
satisfied smirk on his countenance. 

"Trapped him this time," he muttered, as if to 
himself; and then turning to me, again demanded a 
retreat in the coal-cellar. 

'* Lord save you ! sir, we must work in the dark," 
he said, observing my perplexed expression. " Ask 
the old gentleman to let me have my chemicals 
there." 

There was no help for it. It was plain he had 
already established his head-quarters in the coal- 
cellar without leave asked, and that the unexpected 
arrival of myself and Briggs had detected him. But 
as his object seemed sufficiently reasonable, and being 
myself a good-natured man, I spoke a good word for 
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the wandering artist to the wrathful Briggs, and 
obtained a growling assent to the temporary and 
humble asylum. 

" Low cattle, they be, them painting chaps. I 
shall keep my eye on the gemman, I promise you, 
sir." 

They accordingly disappeared together, and I went 
back, in form at least, to contingent remainders, with 
a lingering misgiving in my mind for which I could 
not account. The fellow was fair-spoken enough ; 
his occupation was a natural one, and his manner 
seemed frank, although impudent. But still, his 
unannounced visit, and the recollection of the few 
words I had overheard on the railway, made Lord 
St Leonards more misty than ever. 

In a little while re-entered Briggs, with a face of 
portent, " Do you think that gemman lucky, sir ? — I 
never seed the like, — he is making picters out of 
nothin'. He go washin' and washin' a bit o' glass 
with nothin* at all on it, with a candle end a-lighting 
on him in the coal-cellar, and then comes the picter 
in black and white, as though a fairy had drawed it. 
It beats me, it does. Come you and see, sir, how he 
has made the old house." 

Briggs's introduction to the world of science and 
art in the coal-cellar had evidently awed him. I 
quite sympathised with his admiration and wonder ; 
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for although the art is now one of the commonest of 
marvels, I never see that amazing disclosure of the 
sun-picture without an intense feeling of interest. 
The science is still in its infancy. We may be sur- 
rounded by photographs, for aught we know, and the 
means of rendering them visible may yet be dis- 
covered. So I followed the steps of the enthusiastic 
neoph5^e to the dark abode of his preceptor. 

"Good light," said the artist. "These two are 
pretty sharp, and will, I think, print well." 

He held up the two negatives to the candle, and 
they seemed to deserve his praise. But in one of 
them I saw the secret of Briggs's reverential amaze- 
ment. 

They were two views of the western front of the 
house, taken from the terrace ; and right in the centre 
of one of them — portly, haughty, and scornful to the 
life — was Briggs, not as though sitting for his portrait 
certainly, but awful and dignified as nature and edu- 
cation had made him. He could not restrain a 
chuckle as he saw me looking at it. 

" A rum start that, sir," said he, in default of more 
appropriate terms. 

" Upon my word — a great success," said I ; "a 
capital likeness, Briggs, and in your proper place, 
too." 

" Well, sir, it do go to my heart to see me a-standin' 
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by the old house so natural-like. The gentleman 
says he will give it to me to hang up in the pantry 
when it is printed, as he calls it" 

" Willingly," said the artist, " if Mr Briggs will sit 
again ; and, if I might make bold to ask it, would 
you, sir, help in the foreground ? " 

There is something which appeals to the most 
ignoble part of man's vanity in being asked to sit 
for your picture ; but it is always sure to be pleasant, 
as the likeness, when taken, is to displease. But on 
this occasion I resisted, and returned to my work, 
all my doubts having vanished ; and Briggs, and the 
footman, and all the maids, and the coachman, and 
the groom, had a photographic seance^ which lasted 
several hours. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

A RIDE WITH M'CLELLAN, 

^ I ^HE afternoon was bright and sunny ; and after 
•^ some more successful attempts to address 
myself to the mysteries of real property, I sallied 
forth to enjoy the delicious breeze, and bask among 
the flowers. I found my artistic friend packing up 
his camera, and preparing to depart, evidently not 
depressed by the hospitality of Briggs, and much 
disposed to conversation. Briggs, he said, was quite 
a gentleman, and had sat to him like a rock. He 
was also complimentary and pointed in his praise of 
the fairer part of the establishment — to the nymphs 
and dryads of Dagentree. I walked along with him 
down the avenue of old elms which formed the ap- 
proach. 

** Are you from the States } " said I. 

" I am from many States," he said, nasally, as on 
our first meeting; "but blessed if I know which I 
last came from." 

" I am sure you lived in America by your pronun- 
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ciation of the language. You must have learned it 
there." 

" I rather think I have, among a collection of the 
sweepings of creation. You may call it a choice 
assortment from all the foreign markets — Jews and 
Christians and Turks, Poles and Germans, Barbarian 
and Scythian, bond and free, and Irish and niggers ; 
guess it 's a consolidated empire, anyhow." 

" Cracked a little at present,*' I said. 

" It will splice the easier. It 's like a pot of treacle, 
you may take out a ladleful, but it all joins again. 
I have seen three armies spread-eagled and obliterated, 
but they always reappeared." 

" What ! did you serve in the war ? " 

" No, sir, I never served ; I only commanded my 
own company." 

" Which of the armies were you attached to ? " 

" Faith, there was little attachment in the case — 
no love lost, as they say. I commanded a troop of 
specials on M'Clellan's line." 

" A corps of specials 1 What were they ? " 

" Special reporters for the New York press. I am 
no more a Yankee than yourself, although I have 
caught something of their infernal lingo." 

" Well, tell me something of what you saw in the 



service." 



** If I were to tell you all, I should speak 150 



126 A VISIT TO MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN. 

numbers of the New York Times, all of which I 
made. The truth is, although I was sent to report 
by the newspapers, I was sent by the nobs at Wash- 
ington to look after M*Clellan." And he gave me a 
look of mystery and importance, which, enhanced by 
Briggs's beer, had a very effective and dramatic air 
about it. 

**They made him safe, they did; winning would 
not suit their book ; he was not to win, and he did 
not win, nor ever had a chance. 

** Little Napoleon, as they called Mac, was a clever, 
plucky fellow, and if he had been left to deal with 
those in front, blessed if I don't think he would have 
licked them. But the rascally coons behind him 
were more than he could manage, and some of us 
were sent to make him safe. 

" It was just after the great strategic movement, 
when M*Clellan drew together his crumpled-up army 
from before Lee and Beauregard, after six days' 
fighting, that I joined the camp beyond the swamps 
on the banks of the James. Finely planned it was 
by the Secesh, that attack. They knew that our 
man was not to win, and that General Pope here and 
General Hooker there were to snap their fingers at 
his orders. So Beauregard slipped neatly away from 
Corinth, and he and Lee came down on little Mac like 
a flash. M*Clellan fought like a tiger cat, but it was 
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three to two, and he was nearly swallowed with the 
hair on. If the Southerners had known what our 
men knew, we should never have heard of Gettysburg. 

"We joined at City Point, and found the army 
some miles up the river. They were a precious lot. 
There was not a blackguard over sixteen in all 
Europe who was not there. I ain't no wise tightlaced, 
sir, but I give you my word, I don't believe that 
when Satan went to war he commanded half such 
a set of scoundrels. The general did all one man 
could do. He was always among them, toiling and 
bullying and coaxing, but they were a hopeless team 
— devils to fight, but the camp was no better than a 
kettle of fiends. 

" One day, I and my men saw something was astir. 
A broiling, steaming, blasting day it was, the vapours 
rising from the marshes in clouds, and sucking the 
very marrow from the bones. M'Clellan and his 
staff rode out some four or five miles to reconnoitre, 
and took me with him, as he was fond of me, little 
thinking what I was after. The general took out his 
glass, and, after sweeping it round once or twice, says 
he to me : — 

" * Will you take a message back to camp for 
me?' 

" * I am your man,' says I, and the general pulled 
out his note-book, tore out a leaf, addressed it to 
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General Burnside, in a gummed envelope, and gave 
it to me. 

" I set spurs to my horse, for I can ride a bit — spent 
three months in the Pampas — and went off, full tilt, 
along the corduroy road, until I had put a stretch of 
thicket between me and the general. Then I said to 
myself, we shall have a look at the message. 

"The gummed envelope was no difficulty to a 
practised hand like me. I opened it and read as 
follows : — 

" ' The waters are rising, and we have them. Let 
the whole force advance. The reserve by the river/ 

" ' Not if I know it,' I said to myself. I went quietly 
to within a mile of camp, and then dashed through it 
as if Beelzebud were on my crupper, and never drew 
rein until I reached City Point. There I took steamer 
for Washington, and delivered the general's despatch 
in — the proper quarter." 
" What a confounded scoundrel yoii must be ! " 
" I reckon so ; but it was diamond cut diamond in 
those days. I had authority in black and white for 
all I did. You know how it turned out. Never a 
soul of the army came ; the waters went down in two 
days ; Lee, who had been very uneasy, knew the 
chance was over, and my masters rejoiced over 
M'Clellan. But they nearly played away their own 
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necks. I could show you, sir, what •would make 
Broadway stare." 

With that he took out a well-worn pocket-book, 
and, turning over some dirty letters, selected one 
which he was about to put into my hand, when he 
seemed to think better of it, and shut it up again. I 
saw the address of the letter; and a very yellow, 
greasy-looking epistle it was. It had a strange fas- 
cination for me, as connected with that bloody, 
terrible, and romantic war. He repossessed himself 
of it with some abruptness, and, as if thinking he 
had been indiscreet, exclaimed, " Now you have my 
shave, and you may believe as much or as little of 
it as you like." 

" To tell you the truth,'' said I, " I do not 
believe much of it. May I ask the name of the 
hero of it?" 

" That hero has had so many names, both before 
and since, that I really forget which he had then; 
and so, Mr Pemberton, your cross-examination has 
proved a failure." 

I laughed and told him he had the advantage of 

me, which he owed no doubt to the cordiality of 

Briggs ; but the fellow puzzled me. As he warmed 

with his story, his vulgar phraseology and provincial 

accent had disappeared, and he was plainly a man 

of education. 

I 
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" Devilish good ale old Briggs brews," he said, as 
if seeing the impression he had made ; "but it sings 
in my head like a beetle at dusk. I wish you good 
morning, sir, and thank you for your civility to a 
wandering coon like me." 

" Before we part," said I, " will you tell me the 
name of the gentleman you and I travelled with the 
other day." 

He started, and an expression came over him of 
something more than surprise. "You and I, sir.? 
Bless you, I never saw your face before." 

" Not on Monday last } " 

" Never, sleeping or waking, as far as I know. 

*'At least, you came down on Monday with an 
elderly gentleman. Who was he } " 

'' If I^m not too bold, sir, Briggs should not brew 
so powerful. I wish you good morning." 

He turned down the road and departed, and I 
sauntered homewards to the Grange. 



J 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE DASHWOODS, 

\ T THAT corner of the brain is it, I wonder, in 
^ ^ which a thing lodges, which you know, and 
yet cannot remember ? As I wandered along, I 
puzzled over the name I had seen on the back of the 
letter. I knew it, for my inner consciousness told me 
so ; but, like some important despatch which Mary 
the housemaid, in the interest of tidiness, has stuffed 
into a china jar, it was nowhere to be found. 

What was it ? Trotter ? No ; not Trotter, certainly, 
Forrest ? Not unlike it, said the keeper of the pigeon- 
hole, but still not Forrest. Try again. Strong } It 
was one syllable, but not Strong. Finch 'i Like it 
again, though Finch is as unlike Forrest as it can be. 
I could get no nearer, and gave up the chase : but I 
was certain that I knew it, for all that. 

At half-past six, Topham the groom, a spider dog- 
cart, and a long-stepping gray were at the door to 
convey me to the Dashwoods. Novelists are fond 
of describing the sensations of young ladies on the 
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eve of a party. I know little of the sensations of 
young ladies ; their confidences to me have been 
few, and such as they have been, I have found far 
from trustworthy. But although I had then reached 
the ripe age of twenty-six, I was in all social respects 
a young man, who had seen very little of any society 
but my own rather narrow professional set, and felt, 
I am not ashamed to confess, a kind of quiver at 
plunging unsupported into a strange baronet's house. 
A shy man I do not call myself. In my own circle 
I am thought a cool hand, and few take liberties 
with me. But my reputation has not been gained 
without an effort ; and little my comrades think how 
my heart will beat with excitement — how that anima 
vagula blandula will jump, and throb, and tremble — 
only because two or three pairs of eyes, the windows 
of intellects not at all profound, are looking at me. 

So now, sitting behind the long-stepping gray, 
was I filled with thick-coming fancies. I wished my 
visit were over. "But," said Reason, "at twelve 
o'clock it will be over." I wished I had not accepted. 
" But," said Reason, " if you had declined, you would 
have fretted to death because you had not accepted." 
What will they think of me .? was, I fear, the prevalent 
colour of my thoughts. Not of my looks, for they 
ai*e unobtrusive. I am not a walking Maypole like 
Dagentree, and there is nothing about me which 
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would lead any one to turn round to look at me. 
Not of my manners either, for I acquired them in 
my father's house. " What then/' said Reason, " sets 
you a quaking in this way ? " I could not tell, but 
quake I did down to the soles of my dress boots. 

My drive of five miles was charming, through such 
scenes as Morland loved to paint. The wind wafted 
pleasant odours from hay-field and bean-field ; and 
meadow flowers and roadside bluebells gave colour 
to the scene. The foliage, still in the fresh glory of 
a late summer, was in full splendour, and to me, to 
whom sunshine, and air, and green grass were in 
themselves treasures, mainly, I suppose, because I 
never expected to enjoy them, the landscape proved 
the best sedative of the insane perturbation of my 
spirit. 

The lodge at last, covered with honeysuckle — an 
old stone gateway, with two eagles, with ferocious 
plumage, perched on either buttress. The park was 
studded with grand stately elms. The middle-aged 
woman who opened the gate looked at us with 
kindly eyes, and dropped a curtsey. She was tidy 
and pleasant to look at ; and the expression of a 
lodge-keeper's face is not the worst index to the 
menage at the hall. 

A sweep of the approach brought us in sight of 
the Grecian portico, which had been the subject of 
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Dagentree's sneers. It was ugly, I own, and 
darkened the middle windows ; but the general 
effect was light and handsome ; and the timber, 
though luxuriant and fine, did not crowd round and 
shut in the building, as is too often the case with 
English country-seats. 

A spacious entrance-hall certainly betrayed at 
once the Hellenic taste of the designer. Statues 
and busts, mutilated or perfect, were ranged round 
the vestibule, and in the centre was a fine copy in 
marble of Danneker s Ariadne. 

I was ushered into the drawing-room, through a 
couple of rooms on the ground floor, and plucking up 
my courage as I approached the enemy, resolved to 
face the worst. 

There was, however, nothing to face which would 
have frightened a chicken. Sir George Dashwood, 
a rubicund, short-statured, good-tempered looking 
country gentleman, came forward with a simple 
hearty greeting, and presented me to Lady Dash- 
wood and his daughters, saying that he had known 
my father in the Guards, and that he was very glad 
to see his son in his house. Lady Dashwood was 
a matronly, good-looking dame, and two pretty girls 
completed the party assembled in the drawing-room. 
But the guests began to arrive ; and were for the most 
part of the staple announced by Dagentree. 
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Mr and Mrs Torrens, Colonel Hastings and Miss 
Hastings, Sir George Brook, Captain Deverall, Mr 
Nugent, Mrs Carrington. 

At this last name I lifted up my eyes, for here in 
truth was the widow, not unlike what I had expected, 
but very unlike Dagentree's ideal. 

She was dark, rather below the middle size, 
plump, though not stout, in figure ; clear in com- 
plexion, with great soft liquid eyes inclining to 
brown, a firmly-cut chin, withal, and a mouth not 
devoid of resolution and character, although sweet 
in expression ; she could not be above thirty, and 
probably was some years short of it. 

" Are we all here 1 " said Sir George to his 
daughter. 

" Yes, papa ; all but Mr Rendelson." 

"Ah! Rendelson. He shall have five minutes' 
grace, as he is a busy man. A very able man, Mr 
Pemberton, and belongs to your profession too. I 
do not know how half the county could get on with- 
out him. I am sure you will suit each other." 

As he spoke, the door opened, and in walked the 
subject of Sir George's eulogy. The surprises of the 
day were not over, for here, in person, was my elderly 
fellow-traveller. 

I knew him, as I had done in the case of the other, 
at once ; but in both instances there was an indescrib- 
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I 

able difference from the appearance they presented 
in the railway carriage; not sufficient to make me 
doubt for a moment of their identity, but still be- 
wildering and unpleasant. 

His manner and the tone of his voice I at once 
recognised, and his features were too characteristic 
to be forgotten ; although in evening dress, his toilet 
presented no peculiarity. Sir George introduced me, 
and he accepted the introduction graciously, without 
the slightest indication that we had ever met before. 

Dinner was announced immediately afterwards, 
and, although considerably struck by the incident, 
I had no opportunity at that time of observing Mr 
Rendelson more closely. 

We defiled, two and two, into the dining-room, the 
widow falling to my lot, as I had half hoped and half 
feared might be the case. 

I was murmuring the ordinary commonplaces — 
the prelude or overture to dinner discourse, when she 
said — 

" You are living with Mr Dagentree, I hear. I am 
told he has a beautiful place." 

" Do you know him ? " said I. 

" Oh no ! I know very few people as yet. I have 
only come into the county lately. I have looked for 
him in the Dagentree pew at church ; but I suppose 
he never goes to church. When I say I don't know 
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him, I mean, I think not ; for there is something not 
unfamiliar to me in his name, although I cannot re- 
collect where I can have heard it before." 

" It is a charming place, and he is a very good 
fellow," said I. ** I wish both he and his place were 
better known in the neighbourhood. Originality 
and grace are not such common merits that one can 
easily allow them to be buried. He is a most hospit- 
able and kindly anchorite." 

** Why does he bury himself, as I hear he does ? 
Has the world been unkind to him, or what misfor- 
tune does he brood over ? " 

" The only misfortunes I know to have befallen 
him are two — the possession of too much money, and 
the absence of anything to do. He is very ill of these 
diseases, and takes them much to heart. I wish I 
knew a cure for them." 

" He should go into parliament, and cure one of 
them, if not both." 

" So I hope he may ; but at present he looks with 
supreme contempt on politics and parliamentary 
stars. He sees no difference whatever between Lord 
Palmerston and Lord Derby, and does not think that 
it is of the least consequence which is in power." 

" At all events, I hope he will alter his establish- 
ment, and put a lady at the head of it," said my fair 
neighbour, with true feminine solicitude. 
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We fell to talking the commonplaces of weather 
and scenery, and all those atmospheric themes with 
which the vacant or agitated mind seems in this 
humid climate to be constantly engrossed. I found 
my companion on the whole lively, though occasion- 
ally she would relapse into reverie. She had a vein 
of sadness running through the texture of a mind 
naturally gay and joyous, which was curiously inter- 
woven in her temperament. She seemed to have 
lived a great deal abroad. Whether she had ever 
been in America she did not say, nor did I ask her ; 
but she made no allusion to that country. She rather 
avoided speaking of herself, and preferred more 
general subjects, such as literature and music. On 
these her opinions seemed to be founded both in 
study and good taste. 

So we discussed Mozart and Beethoven, and pre- 
ferred them far before Verdi and Meyerbeer ; allowed 
Rossini and Donizetti a place on the steps of the 
altar, and went deep into the metaphysics of that 
wondrous power in the concord of sweet sounds to 
make sensation too intense or too refined for our feel- 
ing sense, and which are unsatisfying even in their 
enjoyment from a yearning consciousness of incom- 
pleteness. 

" I presume," I said, " you are yourself a musician." 

" I used to be," she said, with a sigh, "but I live 
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on the memory of music now. The limits between 
pain and pleasure are slight at any time, and music 
always pains me ; but I love the memory of music 
past. Can you tell me who any of the party are ? " 

" No, indeed, I am a total stranger to them all. I 
was going to have asked you to do me the same 
favour." 

" I only know one or two of them. Colonel 
Hastings and Sir George Brook I have met before. 
The colonel is an officer who, though young, has 
seen much service. He distinguished himself in the 
Crimea and India, and is a very intelligent and agree- 
able companion. He is tenant of the white house 
among the trees, which you passed on the way from 
the Grange. Sir George Brook has succeeded lately 
to his baronetcy, and is living with Colonel Hastings 
at present. He has, I believe, a good estate in the 
north. 

"And who is our vis-d-visf said I, looking at 
Mr Rendelson, for I had observed her acknowledge 
him in the drawing-room, and his face had been a 
subject of furtive study to me during dinner. 

" That is Mr Rendelson, the lawyer," she said, 
with a slight confusion in her manner, "I thought 
every one knew him." 

" I have a curiosity to know more about him. 
Can you at all enlighten me } " 
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" I know very little of him, except that he was very 
kind and useful to me at the time that I first came 
to Bonthron. But he is a peculiar man, and I don't 
think we are as good friends as we used to be. He 

is an attorney at and has large practice, and is, 

I believe, very well off." 

" I met him not long ago, but I do not think he 
recognises me." 

" He is a very difficult man to read ; but, I suppose, 
all lawyers are," she said, laughingly. 

" It is our stock-in-trade — our costume in which we 
play," I said ; " but behind the scenes, for the most 
part, we are an innocent and simple-minded company.'' 

" I suppose you meet with very strange characters 
in your profession, Mr Pemberton }" 

" I suppose I shall," said I ; " but I have seldom 
met any one more strange than I did this morning 
in the unsophisticated grounds of Dagentree." And 
I told her the photographic adventures of the day. 

*' Oh ! I wish he could come up to Bonthron. I 
should so much like to have a photograph of the 
place. It is very pretty, Mr Pemberton, and if you 
can escape from your cell, I hope you will come and 
look at it, and bring the hermit with you." 

" I should be delighted ; but I am a bond-slave to 
the hermit at present. As to the photographer, I be- 
lieve Mr Rendelson knows more about him than I do." 
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" Mr Rendelson ! Oh no; I assure you, that is quite 
out of his line. Why do you imagine anything so 
improbable ? " 

" I may be mistaken," I replied. And as the tele- 
graph from Lady Dashwood had begun to vibrate, 
the covey rose with a flutter, and the ladies rustled 
to the drawing-room. 

We gathered together, as is the fashion of male 
birds, pushed up the bottles, and prepared to be 
happy after the manner of our ancestors ; and in that 
remote country-side, claret after dinner was not as 
yet proscribed. Sitting next my host, I ventured to 
ask a question or two about my fair and pleasant 
neighbour ; but he did not add much to my informa- 
tion. Her father was a younger son of a distant 
branch of the family, and had died several years 
before. She had married abroad, Sir George be- 
lieved ; but in conformity with the settlement of the 
estate, she had, since she succeeded, dropped her 
husband's name. It was supposed the marriage was 
unhappy. " Was there not some question about her 
succession, Rendelson } " said Sir George. 

"There was no question about her right. Sir 
George ; but there was some difficulty in discovering 
her. She and her husband were abroad ; her father 
was dead ; and she had no near relations." 

" Well, we should be obliged to you for providing 
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US with SO pleasant and good-looking a neighbour. 
We have been delighted with her, but she seldom 
goes out, and it required a good deal of feminine 
diplomacy to induce her to come to-day, I am glad 
she did, for she seemed more cheerful than usual." 

" Has she been long a widow } " I inquired of 
Rendelson. 

" I cannot tell ; but perhaps it might be better for 
me not to gossip about a client's affairs." 

I was rebuked, and disliked the cold, hard face 
more than ever. 

The conversation became general ; and the lawyer, 
hard and stony as he looked, took his part in it well. 
He was well-read, and bore himself like a man of the 
world, with hardly a dash of professional priggishness. 
Colonel Hastings was a cultivated man, who had 
been to all ends of the earth, was a good classic, and 
excelled in more than one of the arts. Collecting 
beetles, however, I found afterwards, was the main 
pride and enjoyment of his life. He kept off his 
hobby, however, on this occasion, and talked of the 
Crimea and India, and abroad generally, with a quiet, 
gentlemanlike authority. Among other anecdotes 
he told us the following, which was suggested by 
what we had been speaking of about Mrs Carring- 
ton's history. 



CHAPTER XV. 

LE RE VENA NT, 

I WAS stationed at Agra during the Cabul disaster 
in 1 841 — one of a mere handful of British troops, 
left in charge of the wives, sisters, and daughters of 
the actors in that most unhappy expedition. And a 
weary, heart-breaking time it was. The Lieutenant- 
Governor, who had prayed and besought the Calcutta 
authorities not to risk the adventure, had the worst 
forebodings for its fate ; and although he did all an 
able, kindly, and well-mannered man could do to 
maintain the spirits of the circle, those who knew 
him could read too well what his fears were. Words 
could not describe — indeed it is painful for me even 
now to recall — the dreary wretchedness of that fatal 
month, during which no tidings came of the devoted 
army. Evening after evening saw the roads crowded 
by anxious women, sitting there for hours that they 
might hear the first news of those who were dear to 
them, and evening after evening saw them return 
*in despair. And when, at last, the news came 
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that the sole survivor had staggered, half-alive, 
back to his countrymen, with the tidings of the 
great disaster, the wail which ascended from those 
heart-broken creatures I shall never, while I live, 
forget. 

There had been a captain in one of the native 
regiments, an old acquaintance of mine, of the name 
of Donnelly, Jerry Donnelly, as he was called by 
every one. He was careful to explain to all his 
friends that his name was Jerome, and not Jeremiah ; 
although why he so unduly preferred the saint to the 
prophet, I never understood. Jerry Donnelly, how- 
ever, he was, and as strange and eccentric a creature 
as ever breathed. 

He was a very good-looking fellow, and a first-rate 
officer, but a careless, rollicking, half-insane mad- 
cap of a man, with an amazing flow of spirits, little 
education or culture, a great, almost miraculous talent 
for languages, with a soft heart, and an easy temper. 
It was impossible to make him angry; and in all 
circumstances, however unpleasant, he maintained a 
placid serenity, which seem to imply that he was on 
intimate terms with Fortune, and knew the very 
worst which she could do. 

Among the other tricks which the fickle god- 
dess had played him was, that she had married 
him. Why he ever married as he did, no one 
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could imagine. The lady was neither handsome, 
clever, nor rich. She was simply passable as to 
looks, with the liveliness of good health and youth, 
a quality not unapt to develop itself in vivacity 
of temper, when those other attributes disappear. 
But, on some impulse, Jerry Donnelly had asked 
her the momentous question, and had been favour- 
ably answered. 

A most uncomfortable couple they were. Jerry, 
from the very first, neglected her, not intentionally, 
I believe, but simply because, for the moment, he 
forgot her existence. It never seemed to him neces- 
sary to alter his former bachelor round in any respect ; 
and as the lady had no notion of being neglected, 
she resented his indifference, and chalked out a line 
for herself. They never quarrelled outwardly, but 
were hardly ever together. 

So stood the domestic circle, if such it could be 
called, of Captain Donnelly, when he was ordered on 
General Elphinstone's expedition. His wife would 
fain have remained at Calcutta ; but as all the wives 
were going to Agra, she, for very shame, was obliged 
to go there also. On the first rumours of disaster, 
she was very indifferent, and said she was sure Jerry 
would turn up at the most inconvenient time. When, 
however, the tidings became confirmed, and it was 

certain that Jerry had perished with his comrades, 

K 
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ji great change came over her. She shut herself 
up for months — saw no one, and went nowhere. 
And when at the end of nearly a year she began 
once more to look at the world, she was grave, 
thoughtful, and softened. She went up to Calcutta 
after that, and I never saw her again until I came 
home on furlough in 1847. She was then living at a 
pretty place in Somersetshire, and was known as Mrs 
Courtnay of Branley Hall. 

I met her accidentally, but she was very glad to 
see me, and explained to me, what I had not heard, 
that when she arrived at Calcutta she found that 
poor Jerry had, four months before he left Agra, suc- 
ceeded to this place of Branley Hall by the death of 
a distant relation. He had previously made a will, 
leaving her all his worldly goods — then slender 
enough ; so that in the end this fine estate had come 
to her, and a new name with it. She asked me to 
come down and see her, which I did, and learned 
more of her history, ' 

Sorrow and prosperity had greatly changed her 
for the better. Even her looks had improved ; 
and she was a pleasant, agreeable woman. She 
had remained four years in Calcutta before she re- 
turned, but had at once assumed the name of 
Courtnay, which was a condition on which the be- 
quest was made. 
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**You know, Colonel Hastings, I could not have 
lost the estate, for what would poor Jerry have said, 
when he came back ? " 

I thought the woman's head must have been 
affected by her misfortunes, and said nothing. 

" I see you think me deranged ; but I knew he was 
alive all the time," 

" Why, what could have led you to think so ? " 

** I saw him, Colonel Hastings, It was in our old 
bungalow at Calcutta, about two years after I had 
gone back. Late in the evening I heard a step out- 
side which strangely affected me. I was lying, half- 
asleep, and, starting up in a drowsy state, I heard a 
voice at the verandah, and, as I thought, inquiring of 
my stupid old native whether I lived there. The 
steps then turned away. I darted to the casement ; 
and although the figure was clad in the most extra- 
ordinary compound of European and Asiatic gar- 
ments, I am sure it was Jerry. I darted down-stairs 
and rushed out, but the man had disappeared. The 
servant said he was a bad fakir, and wished to get 
into the bungalow, but could or would tell me nothing 
of what he had said. But I am quite sure it was 
Jerry. So I am certain he will come back. But you 
remember he never was punctual," she added, with a 
faint smile. 

T did not say to her, that if Jerry was alive she 
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must have heard of him in some other way ; but I 
took leave of her, and shortly afterwards returned to 
India. 

In 1853, 1 was appointed to an embassy to Nepaul, 
a very striking country, inhabited by a powerful, war- 
like race. The first minister, or vizier, of the country 
met us, as is the Nepaulese fashion, outside the 
capital, and we had a very courteous and gratifying 
reception. He was a tall, handsome man, with a 
flowing black beard, and conversed with me in 
Persian, which I spoke fluently. After our interview, 
one of the attendants informed me that the vizier 
wished to see me alone, and he accordingly conducted 
me to an inner apartment. He ordered the atten- 
dants to withdraw, and then, in tones only too 
familiar, he exclaimed-^ 

" Well, Hastings, my boy, how go the Plungers ? " 

It was Jerry Donnelly, by all that was miraculous. 
I had observed him staring earnestly at me during 
the interview, and something in his gestures seemed 
not unfamiliar to me, but his flowing beard, solemn 
air, and Oriental dress so much disguised him, that 
even when I heard the well-remembered voice, I 
could scarcely realise his identity. 

" But what on earth are you doing here, Jerry ? " 
said I, " and why don't you go home to. your wife, 
like a Christian ?" 
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'* My wife ! well, that 's the whole affair. You see, 
she 's somebody else's wife ; so I 'm better out of the 
way; it would be a pity that poor Sophy should 
commit bigamy." 

" I assure you, you are entirely mistaken ; Mrs 
Donnelly has not married again." 

" Hasn^t she, though 1 " said he. " Don't I know 
better } Didn't I go to my own bungalow and find 
out she had married that starched fool Courtnay, 
when she knew I never could endure him ? '* 

To his intense astonishment, I told him how the 
truth was, and in return, he related to me his own 
adventures. He had been carried into Tartary, and 
there detained for three years, when he was allowed 
to accompany a caravan or body of pilgrims to 
Nepaul. Being by that time a proficient in the 
language, he was taken notice of at court, but very 
strictly watched. He effected his escape, however, 
disguised as a fakir, and made his way to Calcutta, 
but finding, as he thought, his wife married again to 
a man in his old regiment, he returned, was taken 
into favour, and had risen to his present distinc- 
tion. 

" Well, I always was a blundering fool, but I went 
home with a heart so soft to Sophy, and vowing that 
I never would vex her any more with my vagaries, 
that when I heard her called Mrs Courtnay I was 
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turned to stone, and did not care a rap what became 
of me, not even to be made a vizier ; which, I assure 
you, Charlie, is no joke in its way/* 

**Well, at all events, you must come home now 
and enjoy your good fortune." 

" I am not sure about that," said he. " Recollect, 
she has grown accustomed to be mistress — I have 
grown accustomed to be vizier ; she won't like 
to be contradicted, and it's a thing I never could 
bear, and what I never allow on any account Now, 
if I went home, she would not be mistress, and, as 
sure as fate, she would contradict me. Maybe it's 
better as it is.'* 

Next morning he sent for me again. 

" I have been thinking," he said, " of all that 
strange story you told me. I am all changed since 
we parted. I hardly know myself to be the same 
man I used to be, and I am not sure if I should treat 
Sophy well. But ask her to come out here, and then 
she may try. If she likes me in this outlandish place, 
I will go home with her.; if we quarrel here, no one 
will be a bit the wiser, and I can continue to be 
dead." 

** But," said I, " have you no encumbrances ? Per- 
haps she might object to the details of your estab- 
lishment." 

" Not a bit," said Jerry ; " I have none of your 
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Eastern prejudices; let her come, and she will find 
nobody to disturb her." 

So she did come, and after living in Nepaul for 
two years, brought Jerry back in triumph to Branley 
Hall. And such is the true version of a tale which 
made some noise in the newspapers a few years 
ago. 



T 



CHAPTER X\L 

THE JCCKE >: 

'HIS anecdote was pleasantly told, and well 
received. The conversation then became 
general, and we talked the usual round of weather, 
crops, and politics, and at last the subject of horse- 
racing and the Derby was brought up. 

" rity the whole concern is so blackguard," said 
the colonel. " From the racing peer to the betting 
peasant, they arc all scamps." 

" They are so, I believe," said Mr Rendelson ; " and 
yet I once had professionally to investigate a case 
which disclosed some singular traits among them of 
ft different cast. The story is perfectly true, although 
so strange as hardly to seem credible. 

»* Very early in my professional life, and therefore 
A great many years ago, I was consulted by a gentle- 
ntan of lai-gc fortune, wxU known on the turf, under 
the foUowing singular circumstances. It seemed that 
my informant in the course of that year had a race- 
hoiTsc which was first favourite for one of the great 
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races, and that this horse had broken down most 
suspiciously while almost in the act of winning the 
race. The owner — I may call him Mr Stanton, 
although that was not his real name — ^was exceed- 
ingly annoyed and disgusted, and particularly dis- 
pleased with his trainer and jockey, by whom the 
animal was ridden. He resolved to dismiss the 
jockey, break up his stables, and give up the turf 
altogether. 

" The jockey, whose name was Tom White, had 
previously stood very well in the racing world, as a 
keen and honest lad. He had been distressed beyond 
measure at his failure, and had shed bitter tears in 
the moment of defeat. He assured Mr Stanton that 
the accident must have been owing to foul play — 
that the horse had been got at somehow — and that 
without greater precautions than had been used, no 
gentleman need attempt to train. 

" Mr Stanton believed that this was substantially 
true, but was firmly convinced that Mr Tom White 
was not unacquainted with the source of the calamity. 
He therefore remained firm to his resolution of selling 
his stud, and dismissing White ; which last he did. 
Tom got an engagement in the North, and left that 
district of country altogether. 

"Tom made but little remonstrance against his 
dismissal. What he most seemed to feel was leaving 
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the yearling colts, in which he had taken much pride, 
and in particular one of which he had great expecta- 
tions, and had called, on his own account, the * Red 
Rover/ He was rather a bony, shapeless animal, and 
judges thought little of him ; but Tom, who revered 
no one's opinion but his own, was always loud in his 
praises to his master. His last words, as he was 
leaving were, ' Don't 'ee sell the couts, squoire — don't 
'ee sell " Red Rover " — he be a rare 'un, he be ; ' and 
with this friendly caution Tom White went on his 
way, and was seen no more. 

" In the spring following, Mr Stanton advertised 
his stud for sale. Two days before the time ap- 
pointed, the stud-groom presented himself to Mr 
Stanton, while at breakfast, with a face of ashy pale- 
ness and trembling limbs. 

" * Please sir, ** Red Rover " be stole,' was all his 
faltering tongue could express. 

*' ' " Red Rover " stolen ! That is impossible, my 
lad. He was locked up in the stable last night — I 
saw it done myself 

" * They be off wi' him this morning, anyhow,' said 
the lad. ' His stall was empty when we went at 
seven o'clock, and we can^t see him nowhere.* 

" Although Mr Stanton had* not the same exalted 
opinion of * Red Rover's ' capacity that Tom White 
had, he thought him a promising colt, but so utterly 
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unformed as hardly to have tempted a ' professional ' 
to such an act. But the audacity of the theft made 
him very indignant, and determined him to find out 
the perpetrator* 

" The examination of the premises threw no light 
on the mystery, excepting that it became certain 
that, however accomplished, the theft had not been 
committed by violence. Nothing was broken — no- 
thing out of order. The locks were entire, and the 
head man in the stables corroborated the lad in 
attesting that the doors were found locked in the 
morning. 

" Such was the tale with which Mr Stanton resorted 
to my advice. No clue whatever could be found to 
the perpetrator, unless the ordinary and simple one, 
that the stable servants had connived at the theft 
But Mr Stanton owned that there had been nothing 
in their manner to warrant this suspicion, although 
he was entirely at a loss to account for the outrage 
on any other supposition. 

" I did all I could under the circumstances. I 
advertised far and wide ; I warned the great railway 
lines, and employed the most eminent detective whom 
Scotland Yard could furnish. But not the slightest 
trace could be discovered, excepting that a man had 
been stopped at Hexham with a colt of which he 
could give no satisfactory account ; but, as it was a 
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gray, and * Red Rover ' was a reddish-brown, the 
magistrate not only would not detain the man, but 
reprimanded the police for apprehending him when 
they had the description of the stolen horse in their 
hands. 

" Nothing had been heard of Tom White since his 
departure, nor did any one know whither he had 
gone. It did cross Mr Stanton's mind that if Tom 
White had been in the district, he was not unlikely 
to have been of use in the inquiry ; but no one had 
seen or heard of him, and Mr Stanton was obliged 
to content himself with a second dismissal of his 
servants. The detective was always under the im- 
pression that the man at Hexham was truly the thief, 
and made no secret of his opinion that the magistrate 
who liberated him was a donkey ; but he was a taci- 
turn potentate by nature, and never condescended to 
explain a clue which he had nevertheless followed up 
until it broke. 

**Two years afterwards there was some curiosity 
excited at one of the great races of the year about a 
horse which was so completely ' dark ' as to be almost 
out of the betting altogether. The name of the 
owner under which he ran was a turf-name assumed 
for the occasion ; but he was understood to be the 
property of, or at least to be vouched for, by a well- 
known half-squire half-trainer. But what he was, or 
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where he was, no one knew. The * touts ' were 
utterly at fault. They could not discover the place 
at which he was training ; and as no efforts they had 
made had led to any result, unfriended as the animal 
was by backers, there was considerable expectation 
created on his appearance. 

" The horse could not be heard of the night before. 
' Deserter ' had not reported himself. But when the 
ground was cleared for the preliminary canter, he 
appeared ; and great was the rush to the front to see 
him. The first glimpse of him showed he was for- 
midable; the long-swinging, well-extended stride 
with which he took his canter, impressed all the 
knowing ones. He was large and sinewy, powerful 
as well as handsome, but his colour was mottled, 
such as is rarely found in thorough-breds, Mr 
Stanton was there, and to his surprise saw his 
old friend, Tom White, mounted on the cynosure 
of the day. 

"The race was never in doubt. The stranger, 
hard held, remained behind the front horses until 
three hundred yards from the post, and then, let out, 
ran home by himself, amid the shouts and acclama- 
tions of the multitude. 

*' The race over, * Deserter' vanished as mysteriously 
as he came, and in spite of Mr Stanton's inquiries, 
no tidings of Tom White could be discovered. 
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"A week afterwards, a groom arrived at Mr 
Stanton's, leading a reddish-brown thoroughbred of 
great power, and delivered to Mr Stanton a note to 
the following effect : — 

" * Mr Stanton — Sir, I send you back the " Red 
Rover" as I borrowed two years ago. I knew he 
could do it, if I got him away from the nobblers. 
So I borrowed him, and I beg your pardon if it was 
wrong. I have paid into your bank for you ;6^i,5oo, 
which was the stakes, and I hope you will overlook 
the time when '* Revenge " was nobbled. — Your most 
obedient servant, T. WHITE. 

" * I am off to Australia, and have made a pretty 
penny by the " Deserter," which was " Red Rover." ' 

"However irregular Tom White's way of doing 
business was, of course, after such a result, Mr 
Stanton could hardly find fault with it He sent 
me the note, and begged of me to find Tom White 
and learn some more particulars; and with some 
difficulty I found him at Liverpool about to sail 
for Australia. When I assured him I had no hostile 
intentions, but quite the contrary, he gave me a full 
account of his proceedings. I translate Tom's Doric 
into vernacular. 

***You see, sir,' said Tom, '"Revenge," he was 
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nobbled. Not that I knows who did it, but I knows 
no other scoundrel but one who could have done it, 
I punched his head handsome for it, however, soon 
after. But I durst not have split, and had to go; and 
serve me right. Only it broke my heart to lose the 
race, and leave '* Red Rover." 

** ' There *s a many people,' said Tom, * that thinks 
they 're judges of a horse. There 's swells think it, and 
snobs, and knowing coves of the ring. Lord bless 
you, sir, they knows nothing. They goes, and they 
looks, and feels, and tries a walk and a gallop, and 
looks wise, and thinks they are fly to everything. 
If you want to learn about a horse, you must see 
him all day and every day. They are like the 
women, sir. Unless you see them in all weathers, 
you will never know anything about them ; and even 
then it is not much to trust to. I knowed "Red 
Rover." He was a rough *un to look at, and no one 
but myself had a thought of what he could do. But 
I knew that for his age he was a flyer and a stayer, 
such as I never mounted afore. 

" * Well, I hears that " Red Rover " was to be sold, 
I was mortal sorry, for I thought to myself that he 
would help the squire to win back the money he 
lost on " Revenge," But selling was a thing I could 
not suffer. So I resolved to steal him — for the 
squire. 
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" * This was the way on it. When I was a bit of 
a boy, I used to travel with Ducrow, and learned a 
secret or two in horse-painting worth knowing. 
None of your stupid dyes, that you may see when 
the sun shines, making the coat hard and starry, like 
a plastered gable. This is a thing that won't wash off. 
Nothing takes it off but a preparation which is part 
of the secret. So I steals " Red Rover " — walked 
him off easy at two in the morning, for I had a key 
of my own — rode him forty miles across the country 
to a quiet place I knew of, and painted him a 
splendid gray. It was really, sir, a pretty thing to 
look at. ■ We then set out together for Scotland ; 
and barring that sharp-nosed bobby at Hexham, 
who must have been up to the dodge himself, no 
one challenged me. It would have done your heart 
good to have heard the jolly beak pitching into 
the bobby that a gray horse could not be a chest- 
nut. 

" ' I was then serving a master who was training 
another horse on the sly across the border. I put 
him up to my plan ; and he went shares, as a gentle- 
man should. And now you have my tale.' 

" The matter was kept very close at the time. Mr 
Stanton made some inquiry to ascertain whether 
* Deserter's ' rather eccentric proceedings were in 
conformity with the rules of the Jockey Club ; but 
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he found everything square in that respect, and 
thought it unnecessary to take any further stegs." 

" Thank you, Rendelson. Strange, if true, as they 
say. No offence, man," said our host, as Rendelson's 
face darkened ; " we don't doubt you — it is only too 
good to be true. Shall we join the ladies ? '* 

So we broke up, and returned to the drawing- 
room. I had no further conversation with the 
widow, for Mr Rendelson entirely monopolised her, 
much, as I thought, to her chagrin. As I had a 
drive before me, I left early, amid many kind ex- 
pressions of hope of a speedy return, and a very 
warm request on the part of Mrs Carrington that 
Dagentree and I would come up and visit her in the 
course of the week. Rendelson shook hands with 
me, with a cordiality which I thought more than the 
occasion called for, and with an eye which rather 
belied his smile. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

POLITICS. 

I FOUND Dagentree sitting up for me, and ac- 
cepted his cordial invitation to smoke a cigar on 
the verandah before retiring. He seemed singularly 
buoyant ; and after I had recounted the adven- 
tures of the evening, I inquired after his proceed- 
ings. 

" I prospered very well," he said, " and played 
abominably; but we defeated the curate notwith- 
standing.'' 

'' We ! " I rejoined. " Who were we ? " 

**Miss Sophia Wendover and I played together,'' 
he explained, with the slightest tinge of consciousness 
in his manner. ** She is a very good player. I had 
a first-rate couple of hours on the river before you 
went,'* he added, palpably changing the subject. 

" It seems to have been a very good day for 
angling,'' I suggested, maliciously ; but he would not 
rise to my fly ; and without further dwelling on the 
events of the day, we fell into more general talk. 
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" I wonder, Dagentree," I said, *' that you should 
have so little humanity about you. Sybaritic as all 
around you is, do you think that the 'unfeathered 
two-legged thing ' which you are ever was intended, 
in the fitness of things, to vegetate in this bower of 
roses until you die in aromatic pain ? If love stir 
you not, why should you be dead to ambition ? ^ 

" What do you mean by ambition, my good be- 
nighted soul ? " 

" The last infirmity " 

** Oh, of course ; the thing is as stale as the quota- 
tion. If I let ' the tangles of Neaera's hair ' alone, I 
must * scorn delights,' I suppose. But you know the 
end, * Comes the fell Fury,' I had rather wait her 
ladyship here." 

" And if all the world were to do as you do, what 
would become of us ? ". 

** If they all had ;^ 20,000 a year, and did as I do, 
they would be uncommonly well off," 

Pemberton. " Possibly; but how long do you think 
•your ;^ 20,000 a year would remain to you, if this great 
social machine, which we call government, were never 
worked excepting by ignoble or mercenary hands ? " 

Dagefttree. *' Every one to his part. The machine to 
my mind would run much more smoothly, and do its 
work much better, were there fewer hands engaged 
in its operations. Politics I hate." 



V 
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Pemberton, ''Wherefore, thou cynic of the woods ? " 

Dagentree, " It is a base part. I grant you, like many 
other things, it has its own attractions at a distance. 
To ' wield at will a fierce democraty,' to labour for 
a country's good, and all the commonplaces of 
patriotism, are grand-sounding sentiments, and make 
the boyish pulse beat high with very laudable emo- 
tions. But the reality ! It is like the pictures out- 
side the menagerie compared with the sawdust, the 
gas, the evil odours, the hideous cries, and squalid 
wretchedness of the immured animals within. Poli- 
tical life is concentrated selfishness." 

Pemberton. " I do not agree with you. The field of 
exertion is a noble one — the ends, when rightly esti- 
mated, the purest and most elevating of which the 
intellect is capable. The gold, of course, is not with- 
out alloy — no human merit is ; but allowing a large 
discount for those who engage in public affairs from 
meaner motives, it is a magnificent feature of our 
country that her richest and noblest feel that it adds 
to their wealth and their nobility to be permitted to 
give their free services to the nation." 

Dagentree. " Still the outside picture. But pay your 
money — and here the simile continues good — ^pay your 
money, and go inside, I do not say, with Walpole, 
that they all have their price in money value. He 
said, by the way, * All these men have their price,' and 
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I doubt not he was right ; but how many of the 
august 658 enter that cage purely from love of their 
country ; or, how many, being there, coming with the 
ardour of youthful enthusiasm, or the matured philan- 
thropy of middle age, can retain their self-respect for 
a session ? The bloom is rudely rubbed off by the 
* whips * in the two first divisions." 

Pemberton. " Of course, representative government 
must be party government, otherwise there would be 
but little security for political morality." 

Dagentree. " Even so ; but why require security for 
political morality, if the motives of the politicians 
were pure ? Is it not simply because there are base 
ends to gain, and base motives which urge, that these 
must be held in by bit, bridle, and whip ? You con- 
cede that if the individual be left to his own prompt- 
ings, he would go astray ; and you only restrain him 
by a compulsory merging of all individual opinion in 
a blind adherence to party leadership." 

Petnberton, " I grieve to hear you speak as one of 
the profane. Co-operation and concert are the talis- 
man of success in all human affairs. May a soldier 
not fight his country's battles with courage and 
patriotism, because he sinks his individual opinion 
in the leader he follows } " 

Dagentree, " Not a felicitous illustration, O feeble, 
but too honest lawyer. I should take thee at thy word. 



i66 A VISIT TO MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN 

Men enter the House of Commons much as the recruit 
enters the army. A bit of blue ribbon, the sound of 
a drum, a shilling, and a pot of beer are the com- 
ponent parts of the patriotism of the British Grena- 
diers. Once in, he follows because he would be shot 
if he did not. Of course, when orators and poets 
recount our martial deeds, they sink the beer and the 
shilling, as you do. Nevertheless, not one of twenty 
of the coins rings true, or would bear rubbing." 

Pemberton, " Nay, but I hold to my illustration. 
Granted that your bumpkin is translated, in many 
cases, into a hero by omnipotent beer, shall we there- 
fore say that the profession of arms is degrading ? Of 
what avail your j£'20,ooo a year, if any strong man may 
come and take it ? You lounge away your days here, 
basking in the sunshine of your flowers, and the shade 
of your books, only because those with more energy 
than yourself have the spirit to defend you. Your 
member of Parliament aids to make those laws which 
the soldier protects, and on which you, sneering at 
both, rely for the privilege of doing nothing." 

Dagentree. 

** * A legal broom 's a moral chimney-sweeper. 
And that 's the reason he himself 's so dirty.' 

Flies and carrion crows have their mission in life. I 
do believe we could not get on without them, and 
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that but for their labours my j^20,ooo a year would 
hardly suffice to make life endurable. They have 
their mission, and so has your talking, bribing, in- 
triguing, not to say lying hero whom men call M.P. 
Shall I therefore deify Beelzebub and worship the 
god of flies ? " 

Pemberton, " What would England have been with- 
out her statesmen ? What of inspiration, eloquence, 
enthusiasm is there which does not surround as a halo 
Parliamentary distinction? I had rather have been 
Charles Fox, with the cheers even of his antagonists 
following his glowing periods, than the greatest 
author who ever 

* Scatter'd from his golden um 
Thoughts that breathe and words that burn.* 

One has the joy, not only of fame, but of action. The 
other, a tame, dull sense of coming celebrity, always 
flickering for the present, and often never achieved 
until the unenjoyed future." 

Dageniree. " Charles Fox— -your trump card. Well, 
take him, — ^what is there in his career which a wise 
man would envy.? Envy! — I might say would accept ? 
A gambler, a spendthrift, distasteful to the country, 
detested by his sovereign — not too scrupulous in his 
political associations, but unhappy in them all — poli- 
tics were his curse. At St Ann's — * so soon of care 
beguiled ' — I had admired him. The easy flow of 
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cultivated thought, and the genial warmth of an un- 
rivalled temper, might have made him happy aad 
respected. But political life destroyed him — poisoned 
him while living, and blasted the memory of a great 
intellect/* 

Pemberion, " So you ignorantly judge. But half the 
security we now enjoy may be traced to that great 
statesman's sagacity. He lived in evil times ; but the 
seed of popular principles which he flung broadcast 
on stony ground bore its fruit notwithstanding, and 
yielded an enormous harvest in the next generation. 
But if your heart is too cold to be touched by his 
grand, massive, English temperament — what of Pitt 
— what of Burke, the sublime } " 

Dagentree, ** A cold Englishman, and a mad Irish- 
man : I reverence neither. Pitt never was anything but 
a marvellous schoolboy. Had he never been a poli- 
tician, and had his abilities been allowed to mature, 
he would have been a great man, although he wanted 
the pliant versatility and fire of genius. He could 
speak, as the leader of the Oxford Union speaks. 
Measured sentences, formed on Cicero and Seneca, 
with all the fire of nature crushed out of them, were 
exactly the style of oratory which suited the Court 
party of those days. The puppet of a strong-willed, 
obstinate dynastic monarch, obliged to subdue the 
natural liberality of his opinions, and to squeeze 
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them into the royal mould, until he brought this 
country to the brink of revolution and ruin — he was 
not a man whose career was to be wished for. He was 
honest — so is my ploughman. He was moral — so I 
believe is Stubbs also ; but he lived an unhappy life, 
and died a premature and wretched death. As to 
Burke, I should gladly have had his genius. His 
powers of composition were gigantic. He was full of 
great conceptions, and as an author did great things, 

ft 

and might have done greater. But his temper was 
soured, and the equipoise of his mind upset, by 
political warfare, in which men unconsciously refer 
to their zeal for their country the excitement which 
arises from the stings of wounded vanity, and the 
hindrances in the way of their personal advancement." 
P ember ton. "Pitt, it is true, is less to my taste, mainly, 
I believe, because he was successful. He pleased the 
gods, but Fox, your humble servant — still, his was a 
grand career. Isyoursoul sodead as not to feel thatyou 
would gladly give up life at forty-seven for the glory 
of having ruled your country's destinies for twenty- 
five years } It was a marvellous life ; and stern and 
cold as he seemed in public, the man's heart in private 
was as warm, and his wit as playful as if he had done 
nothing but play at croquet at Wendover, or smoke 
cigars at Dagentree. Burke, I grant you, was magni- 
ficent and unhappy. But that was his temperament 
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— the fruit of his highly strung Celtic nerves. Poli- 
tics evoked his power, but they were not answerable 
for his misfortunes/' 

Dagentree. "Be it so. They tempt me not to try those 
treacherous and muddy waters. If I were to choose 
one of the number with whom to exchange, I should 
select Palmerston. He seems to know how to extract 
the sweets and discard the bitter of public life ; and 
and if kings are happy, which I greatly doubt, none 
probably ever ruled more potently than he. It does 
one good to see him, as I did two seasons ago, trot- 
ting gaily in the Park, as fresh as a daisy, with Eng- 
lish breeding and Irish humour marking his expres- 
sion. But come, we grow prosy, and the night grows 
cold. Let politics alone. Much more important 
matters await us. The Wendovers are coming to 
dinner on Monday." 

" Indeed," said I ; " wherefore crawls Diogenes from 
his tub ? " 

" Fate would have it so. The spectacles said, ' Ask 
us,' and I asked them." 

" Does Sophia come ? " 

" One of the girls comes — I don't know which." 

" But remember we are to go to Mrs Carrington to 

lunch. Let us wait until to-morrow before deciding. 
Good night." 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

SUNDA V, 

iniAGENTREE. "Well, Pemberton, how fared 
-'-^ you at church to-day? Was the widow 
there ? " 

Pemberton, " No, she was not. But all the Wen- 
dover party were there, and were kind enough to 
take me back with them, and give me luncheon. I 
had a charming walk home through these wonderful 
lanes, and across meadows carpeted with flowers ; 
and, ever and anon, I sat down under a huge elm by 
the hedge-row, and was happy in the shade, and the 
fresh delicious breeze." 

Dagentree. " It is ver/ good for a dingy lawyer 
to see something of the brighter side of nature. Did 
time stand still with you 'i " 

Pemberton. "By no means. The sun 'galloped 
down the western sky ' a great deal too fast ; and I 
was sorry to turn homewards." 

Dagentree, "How did you find our friend Bom- 
pas ? Did he shine in the pulpit ? " 
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Petnberton, " A very dim light indeed : but it was 
not long ere he set. What dreadful things sermons 
are for the most part ! " 

Dagentree. " Sometimes — I fear often. But I, as 
you know, affect the old Puritan theology, and haunt 

a quiet conventicle at W , when I often have, as I 

had to-day, a sermon that sets one a-thinking." 

P ember ton, " Each to his own taste. For my own 
part, I do not admire the Spurgeon and Little Bethel 
line, or the spiritual rule of grocers and tallow- 
chandlers." 

Dagentree. " My dear fellow, of all shallow vul- 
garities, the vulgarity of gentility in religion is the 
meanest, and betrays want of breeding the most. 
In our dear, old, provincial England, we associate 
bishops and the church service with ladies and 
gentlemen; extempore prayers and earnest preach- 
ing with shop-keepers and the middle-class. But 
what a truly ignorant under-bred aspect there is in 
all this, as if any religion were worth professing, 
which did not obliterate all social distinctions, and 
put every one on a level ! I should like to send your 
vastly genteel worshippers to Holland, where all 
the ladies and gentlemen are Presbyterians." 

Pemberton. " Still I like refinement in the pulpit, 
as well as everywhere else. I think a clergyman 
should be a gentleman, not only in the highest, but 
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in every sense ; and nothing but thorough education 
can accomplish that A good man, no doubt, may 
drop his H's, but I prefer a good man who does them 
justice. Surely you must own that good taste revolts 
at the violent ecstatic style which is the staple of your 
Puritan ministrations." 

Dagentree. ** Nay ! that is not the element which 
oflends your too sensitive soul. What I find there, 
and what you think vulgar, is reality and earnestness. 
The Puritans never did the work negligently; and 
although a lounging, shallow, sneering generation 
think it witty to deride their speech and ways, they 
owe it to the Puritans that their ears, long as they 
may be, continue to be their own." 

Pemberton, " I don't agree with you. I think they 
did as much harm as good, both to liberty and to 
religion. They made the first detestable, and the 
last ridiculous. England found it impossible to 
submit to the rule of such fellows, and threw it off in 
disgust." 

Dagentree. " Read Comus, you retailer of exploded 
slanders, and say if the Puritanic type you find there 
be not the very model of high-bred intellectual cour- 
tesy, compared to which the manner and sentiments of 
the roisterers of the second Charles and James were 
those of uncouth blackguards } '* 

Pemberton, "Ah! John Milton — non Anglus sed 
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Angelus ! But there were few such in the Barebones 
Parliament. Even he wrote that *New Presbyter 
was but Old Priest writ large/ with the intolerance 
without the cultivation or the learning of his proto- 
type." 

Dagentree, "John Milton was only one example, out 
of many of that age, who showed how truly noble 
earnestness in religion may be in conjunction with 
taste and scholarship, and how much diviner and 
more polished a spirit it is than either superstition or 
indifference." 

Pemberton, " He quarrelled with his wife, however, 
and wrote books about her, which no gentleman 
should do." 

Dagentree, " Doubtless he had reason. But it is 
easy to stamp the great and vigorous Puritan spirit 
with the errors and follies from which no school of 
thought can be free. Even at this day, while the 
upper crust of English society affects to deride it, not 
only are the masses leavened with it to the centre, 
but its essence percolates through all ranks, and is 
the true foundation of our greatness." 

Pemberton. " Pray do not be eloquent and didactic. 
I am not a Jacobite, although I am not a Muggle- 
tonian or a Brownist. I admire Oliver Cromwell — 
partly because he knew very well how to deal with 
your Puritan friends. But Noll was a great man, 
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and I think a good one, too, as far as the company 
he kept would allow. I should not have disliked 
dining with him. No doubt he would have preached 
over his claret, but the sermon would have been 
worth hearing." 

Dagentree. " If you had given old Noll a taste of 
such feebl^ess as you have displayed to me, he 
would have given you little of his sermon but the 
practical application." 

Pemberton, "Well, I do wonder, after all, why 
preaching should be in general so weak and ineffec- 
tive." 

Dagentree, " The cause is partly fashion and partly 
indifference. Your preachers are far too fastidious 
about manner to think about matter. Vehemence is 
vulgar, energy is vulgar, Methodism, as it is called, is 
vulgar ; and instead of thinking, as his only thought, 
how best to reach the conscience and the heart, the 
preacher thinks mainly of the turn of his sentences, 
the intonation of his voice, and his appearance in the 
pulpit. Do you think any one addressing Parliament 
or a jury in such a style would gain a hearing or a 
cause ? '* 

Pemberton. "The places and audiences are very 
different." 

Dagentree. " Only in this, that the earnestness may 
, be misplaced in these cases, but in preaching never 
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can be* Do you really think they could preach as 
they do if their heart were in their preaching. If 
ever there was a theme to inspire, nay, transport an 
orator, it is that with which old Bompas professes 
once a week to deal. Yet, who to listen to a modern 
sermon, would ever discover from a tone, a gesture 
or a sentence, that these momentous interests were 
at stake ? " 

Pemberion. " What would you have } Would you 
have him discourse as Milton's Angel did to Adam, 
of predestination and free-will, to Hodge the plough- 
man, and Stokes the gamekeeper ? To be sure, they 
could only slumber, as they did to-day ; but they 
would not be a whit the better." 

Dagentree, ** Again I think you are wrong. If you 
only preach to Hodge that he should not get drunk, 
or beat his wife, Hodge has heard all that a many 
times afore ; and probably thinks of it every time he 
enters a public-house, and has long ago set up a 
kind of score between his pot of beer, and the wrath 
of * t' parson * or t* * squoire.' If you want to reclaim 
Hodge, you must address him as you must address 
Madam. Once convince him of the reality of the 
things you preach, and he will listen all the more 
attentively, that his intellect is but little cultivated. 
You speak of vulgar ecstasies. But he only is a 
true orator who sways the minds of those to whom 
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he speaks. If he do that, he is a true artist ; and 
the means by which he does it are of little moment. 
If he do not, though he speak with all the polished 
lore of Balliol or of Trinity, he is merely an im- 
postor — a cumberer of the ground — a useless labourer 
in the vineyard." 

Pemberton. '* Well, to my mind, the age has out- 
grown the religious enthusiasm of former days, 
which generally was another name for intolerance 
and persecution. Educated men are fortunately 
inclined to take a much more liberal view on all 
such questions." 

Dagentree, '* I do not want to preach to you, 
Pemberton, and we had better finish our discussion, 
as you have nearly finished the bottle ; unless indeed 
you want another glass or two of claret." 

Pemberton. " But I do want another glass or two 
of claret, and will submit to your sermon on that 
score. It will not be as dry as those of old Bompas, 
although I have no mind to be convinced of any- 
thing." 

Dagentree, "You know I think it unwholesome to 
argue after dinner. We had better adjourn my 
homily." 

Pemberton, " I mean to drink, and not to argue. 
So keep your temper, and proceed." 

Dagentree. *' Then I must say that I entirely deny 

M 
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the liberality of the age. It is out of sight the 
narrowest, most bigoted, and most intolerant age of 
the century. Only, bigotry takes another turn 
now-a-days. Formerly men burnt and were burnt, 
because some would not believe what others bid 
them believe. Now willingly would your modern 
bigot, with liberality ever on his lips, light the fires 
of Smithfield to burn his brother for believing what 
he does not believe.^^ 

Pemberton. " Excuse me for a moment. Don't 
you feel that sentiment to be folly ? and don't you 
know that modern science has entirely altered the 
old landmarks of literal belief, and that we must 
read our Bibles, not with less reverence, but with 
more intelligence ? " 

Dagentree, " I do not undervalue, but on the con- 
trary delight in and cultivate modern science. If 
there be an idiot who refuses to believe in science 
because its results are opposed to Scripture, I am 
glad to say I do not know him, and never heard of 
him. These researches are for me full of interest and 
admiration. I admire the army ; but I despise and 
detest the camp-followers. In the present state of 
our scientific knowledge, no man can possibly draw 
any deduction from science which has the slightest 
bearing on the truth of Scripture ; and he is a 
shallow pretender who attempts to do so." 
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Pembertoft. " Can you really assert that geological 
discovery IS consistent with the literal accuracy of the 
first chapter of Genesis ? " 

Dagentree. " The field of geology is a buried city, of 
which only a stone or two has as yet been excavated. 
No man can tell what full research may disclose. 
The science is at present so tottering and infantine — 
it speaks in such lisping words, and changes its 
language so .often, that I take no heed of its utter- 
ances excepting as they foreshadow future discovery. 
The odd little conceptions of a prattling child make 
pleasant company, and sometimes stumble on great 
truths ; but no one would ever think of acting on 
them ; and yet the child may be the father of one 
of the giants of the world. The curse of science, at 
present, is the troop of camp-followers who run at its 
heels, and will never permit it to pursue its dignified 
march in peace, but must ever try to embroil it with 
religious belief, with which it has no warfare, and, in 
its present state, no connection. If the current of geo- 
logical discovery or theory were to set iA in favour of 
the Mosaic record, how the carping, snarling band would 
take themselves off, and scatter in all directions ! " 

Pemberton, " But do you not admit that the recent 
discoveries of science throw great doubt on there 
being any truth in the Mosaic account of the crea- 
tion, and the antiquity of man ? " 
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Dagentree, " No ; assuredly not ! not a spark or 
atom! Late researches have, I think, proved more 
clearly than it ever was proved before — first, that 
man is a very recent inhabitant of this planet ; 
and secondly, that man has not been produced 
by any process of selection or development. It 
would, no doubt, be satisfactory to recognise in our 
acquaintances the lingering traces of the animal 
from which they sprung. It would solve many 
absurdities of character. But, for my part, I think 
the metamorphoses of heathen days more probable 
than natural selection. I believe in Apuleius more 
than I do in Darwin. A man may, no doubt, make 
a donkey of himself, but I hardly think a donkey can 
make himself a man." 

Pemberton. "Well, I own I think Darwin a very 
masterly analyst, and I believe he has struck out a 
path of inquiry which will render great returns to 
science. He has certainly shown that the principle 
of natural selection exists ; and has shown that it is 
at least possible that species may have originated in 
that way ! " 

Dagentree. "But look at the notes to the elder 
Darwin's * Botanic Garden:' a very charming work, 
and full of genuine, but too much forgotten poetry. 
You will find the whole theory there, applied, no 
doubt, to plants, but containing the germ of all that 
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has been suggested since. But Darwin has left the 
origin of species, not where he found it, but darker 
than ever ; for he has proved that there ought to be 
no species at all ; and if his views were true, there 
could have been no such thing." 

Pemberton, " I have some doubts if you quite ap- 
preciate or understand this theory of Darwin's. It is 
not a doctrine of development, but one of selection ; 
and although it may be, as you say, a long way still 
from demonstration, a wonderful number of coincident 
facts seem to point in that direction. Sir Charles 
Lyell, as you know, although sceptical at first, is now 
thoroughly satisfied." 

Dagentree, "Yes; but thirty years ago Cuvier and 
Buckland absolutely disbelieved. In that process of 
natural selection which goes on among schools of 
philosophy, in the struggle for subsistence, you may 
rely on it that the scientific limbs of 1900 will be 
very different from those of 1865 ; and I doubt if 
even the intermediate type will remain. It raises my 
choler to hear idiots go howling about theories as if 
they were demonstrations, when I know quite well 
that five years more will make them howl as loudly 
on the other side." 

Pemberton, " Still, all your choler will not stop the 
progress of scientific research. You cannot shut 
your eyes to the fact that the great antiquity of man 
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is, if not proved already, on the very verge of de- 
monstration." 

Dagentree. " Do you think so ? What say you to 
the difficulty of finding out these ancestors of yours ? 
What a set of nincompoops they must have been not 
to have left, in I do not know how many millions of 
years, a book or a bone behind them. I do not rate 
the species very high, but it strikes me that your 
demonstration halts not a little." 

Pemberton. " But civilisation is a very gradual pro- 
cess; and it is only in her higher and later stages 
that the intellectual powers of man become developed. 
It would take a long time, even under the most ad- 
vantageous circumstances, for a Fiji islander to be- 
come a Bentham or a Mill.'* 

Dagentree, " How long would you give him to be- 
come a pedant or a bore > Give him a fair start- 
let him read German metaphysics, drink German 
beer, and smoke German tobacco, and I will under- 
take to turn out your Fiji islander in two generations 
as dull, as conceited, and as intolerant as any Comtist 
among them." 

Pemberton. " I wonder, Dagentree, you are not 
ashamed of indulging in such unreason. I take it for 
granted that you don t read German ; and that is the 
real source of your bitterness." 

Dagentree. ** I own I was rude. But I dislike the 
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school, the tone of thought, the unreality and the 
pitiless hardness of the brotherhood. They are filled 
with the idea that man is an advancing animal, and 
that they are the types of progress. I can only say 
that if nature selected them for that purpose, she 
made a very singular choice. I, however, believe 
that the friends who sat on the ground and made 
themselves unpleasant to Job 3000 or 4000 years ago, 
were quite as intellectual as these wiseacres, quite as 
tiresome, and probably much better looking. Ad- 
vancing, indeed ! Has Egypt advanced since the 
Pharaohs } or Nineveh since Jonah preached in vain 
to the doctrinaires of that rationalistic city? Is 
Assyria more mighty than in the days of Nebuchad- 
nezzar } Where is the Arabian lore which gave its 
vocabulary to science } Where the Greek and Ro- 
man praise, those teachers of mankind for all time ? 
Is the Turk a nobler and stronger animal than when 
he thundered at the gates of Vienna ? Pshah ! what 
vain babble is all this ! The Christian nations have 
indeed made progress, but your advancing sciolist 
would hardly find out the reason." 

Pemberton, " There is much sophistry and more 
temper in your reasoning. What these men say — 
you need not glare at me like a caged hyaena — is, 
that the progress of which they speak is so gradual 
that an interval of 4000 years is not appreciable, and 
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that mankind, like the rest of external nature, is 
governed by natural laws, which have shaped his past 
and his present." 

Dagentree, " My good friend, observe. That which 
has the aspect of a decanter, from which }'Ou have 
three times successively poured what seemed to be 
claret into the semblance of a glass, is empty. Owing, 
doubtless, to inevitable natural laws, you have con- 
sumed it all yourself, and impelled thereto, by the 
like necessity, wish for another. Truly, nature oper- 
ates rapidly with Briggs, for here he is, decanter in 
hand. There ! now I am refreshed, and ready to do 
battle. Tell me, I pray, what do you mean by nature ? 
and what do you mean by her laws ? " 

Petnberton, " I am not a walking dictionary ; but 
I take it, that by natural laws is to be understood 
that relation of matter to matter which is as much 
an essential of its existence as its size, shape, con- 
sistency, chemical affinities or properties, and which 
makes it inconsistent with its existence that in given 
circumstances it should not act or be acted on in a 
given way." 

Dagentree, *' Most lucid ! But supposing your 
definition to have any merit, why nature, and why 
laws ? What you have defined is nature, and there- 
fore not the giver of a law, but the subject of it ; 
and excepting these relations you speak of, which 
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obey the law, there is no such thing as nature by 
which they are affected. Then, why law ? What 
you have described is merely sequence. Given a 
thirsty soul, yourself to wit, an inverted glass, and 
an open mouth, the liquor has been observed uni- 
formly to descend. But that is all. If there be a law, 
some intelligence made it. Not nature, for she, if there 
be a she, obeys it. There is therefore a giver of law 
above nature, which is the very result at which your 
teachers do not wish to arrive. What of the argu- 
ment from design ? " 

Pemberton, " I think it less conclusive than I did 
at Trinity." 

Dagentree. " I find, however, that philosophers can 
use it very nimbly when it suits them. The worthy 
professor who sees in nature no traces of a Creator, 
will find in a wretched piece of flint, as he peers en- 
chanted through his spectacles, the long lost proofs 
of Pre-Adamite man. The flint was probably 
fabricated for his special benefit, by a very modern 
specimen of the species ; but if there be no argument 
from design, O ye Anthropologists, what hope is 
there for you ? But I shall finish my sermon, and by 
way of practical application, shall tell you a dream 
I once had ; and in spite of Dr Watts, a man may tell 
a dream now and then, and not talk of eating and 
drinking. 
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THE AEROLITE. 

** You are well aware that meteoric stones have 
long been a puzzle and a torment to philosophers. 
Some think they are generated in the atmosphere, 
others that they are fragments of a shattered comet, 
or bits of the moon. I, for my part, always thought 
that they were minute planets, which found their 
ultimate destiny in our mother earth. 

" I once saw one of these waifs of the solar system 
which fell near Gloucester. An odd round mass it 
was, about as large as a cannon ball, and composed, 
I was told, in large part of iron. Having been 
present when a circle of philosophers examined it, 
and much amused and excited by the discussions I 
had heard, I retired under the influence of a Mayon- 
naise salad, and like Bunyan dreamt a dream. 

'*I dreamt I was myself a philosopher, imbued 
with all the complacency common to the species. 
After much wrangle, I had been the fortunate com- 
petitor for the aerolite, and had set myself to examine 
my treasure through the microscope ; and discover 
how much iron and nickel the stranger might con- 
tain. 

" To the naked eye, the surface appeared smooth 
and polished ; but under my microscope, its aspect 
entirely changed. I found undulations and excres- 
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cences of a marked and singular kind ; and as I gazed, 
the ball began to assume appearances which filled me 
with amazement. I saw hills and valleys, lofty 
mountains and river beds, verdure and the remains 
of trees and houses — these last shattered and de- 
stroyed. Looking still more attentively at some 
black dots, which here and there were huddled into 
corners, I saw the semblance of some organic being, 
and at last, to my great surprise, one of the dots 
began to wriggle, rose to its microscopic legs, and in 
a somewhat defiant attitude, confronted me with a 
bold and self-confident mien. 

"What I might have felt had I seen this when 
awake I do not know ; but in my dream, I was en- 
chanted with my discovery. So far from being afraid 
of my new acquaintance, I hastened to cultivate him, 
in terror lest he should disappear before I became the 
sole confidant of his mission to earth. But he was a 
very cool hand. At first, his dimensions were in 
proportion to the globe he inhabited, but he began to 
swell and increase in size, until he fairly stepped out 
of his original sphere, as people sometimes do ; and, 
at last, flung himself down with a jaunty air in my 
favourite arm-chair by the fireside. 

" ' An uncommon tumble, to be sure, old fellow/ 
were the words he addressed to me. 

" * Yes,' I said, ' I hope you don't feel seriously hurt' 
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" * Shaken a little/ he said : ' it was precious cold 
coming through your detestable climate — a bitter 
east wind. Does it always blow in this way in this 
trumpery planet of yours ? ' 

" I thought his tone offensive, considering where 
he came from ; but I replied, * Pray, draw nearer the 
fire. But I thought in your position — I mean in 
such — a-hem ! — meteoric substances, a considerable 
amount of heat was usually evolved/ 

" ' Meteoric substances ! None of your chaff, old 
double eye. If our planet was not as large as yours, 
it was a deal more intelligent We don't rate you 
much above Saturn, and he is the dullest of the lot.* 

" * Why, what do you know of the matter?' rejoined 
I, testily, for the fellow's impudence was irritating. 

" * A good deal, I should think ; and my being here 
proves it. I was right, I knew I was, and the only 
drawback to my triumph is, that that old ass Hitch- 
and-Kick' (at least so he pronounced it) 'lies there as 
dead as a door-nail. But what bounds can he set to 
the intellect of an inhabitant of Fluoral ? ' 

" * That is rather a pretty name. I don't recollect to 
have heard it before/ said I, jotting it down in my 
note-book. 

" * Ah ! take it down, I can give you a wrinkle or 
two better than that, which may assist the wretched 
dullards to whom you belong.' 



SUNDA K 189 

'* ' Out with it/ said I, losing all patience. * Tell 
me who you are, where you come from, and what 
you mean to do, for you can't stay here all night* 

"'Give me a glass of something stiff and a pipe,' 
said the unabashed meteoric one; *and when the 
chill goes off, you shall have my tale.' 

" Of course, I humoured him ; and as men of science 
always have a glass of grog and a pipe, the materials 
were ready at hand ; and after my mysterious visitor 
had drunk and smoked for some time in silence, he 
thus proceeded : — * That mass of matter which now 
lies on your table was, three days ago, one of the 
brightest ornaments of the solar system. Its inhabit- 
ants were noted for their intelligence, and they spent 
all their time in philosophical researches. We know 
all about you, old boy, and the British Association ; 
and we don't think much of you, either.' 

***Pray avoid vituperation, sir,' I interposed, meekly, 
*itisnotconsistentwith a spirit of philosophical inquiry.* 

" * Ain't it tho' ? There is precious little spirit of 
any other kind among some of their number.' 

" * May I ask how you became acquainted with their 
views ? ' 

" ' With all the pleasure in life,' said he, stretching 
his legs before the fire, and smoking with much 
earnestness. *The fact is, we were a people of great 
scientific research. Our glasses were wonderful, and 
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we could analyse not only the light but the sounds 
which come from the most of the planets/ 

" * You astonish me '— — 

" ' Fact, old boy ; in our orbit round the sun we, at 
times, got close to several of you (too close as it has 
turned out), and our instruments, I assure you, enabled 
us to know what was going on. I will make no com- 
parisons ; but you were dull — decidedly, hopelessly 
dull. Mercury and Mars were lively; Jupiter, very 
sensible; but you and Saturn, as I said, unquestion- 
ably the slowest of the team. Our instruments 
would scarcely work with you at all. It is not so 
much the sound as the intelligence which affects 
them. We tried the House of Commons once ; but 
the result was too dismal/ 

'**And the British Ass 'faltered I; but he 

caught at the word. 

" * Quite as bad, quite as bad. Some were heard, no 
doubt — but frightfully green, and all wrong, though 
clever lads, in their way.' 

** ' But how came you here ? ' 

" * Well, don't hurry me. In our world of Fluoral, 
we had nothing but intellect — philosophy, the most 
sublimated and refined. No labour, no work, no law ; 
nothing but intellect. We were divided into two 
rival factions, the Neverists and Foreverists. The 
Neverists maintained that our planet Fluoral never 
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existed* The Foreverists that it would and must exist 
for ever. I was the leader of the Neverists, and poor 
Hitch-and-Kick there was the chosen chief of the For- 
everists. He and I were rival candidates for the 
highest professorship in our highest University. I 
had delivered a masterly address on the non-existence 
of matter, and Hitch-and-Kick had just proved the 
eternity of matter, and of that particular sphere of 
matter called Fluoral, in the precisely identical form 
which he said it always had presented, and always 
would present. He concluded amid thunders of 
applause, which rung in my jealous ears, and even 
my cultivated reason was half persuaded by the spell, 
when suddenly came a crash and a rush. We were 
all crumpled up together. I was conscious of being 
hurled through space, and shot with a whirr through 
icy clouds, till at last I rested where you found me, 
Alas ! poor Hitch-and-Kick. Farewell, unlucky For- 
everist ! Even this calamity could I stand with 
equanimity, couldst thou look up to own that I was 
right. I knew it could not go for ever — and it didnt ! ' 

" ' But our world will,' said I, with sudden despera- 
tion. 

" ' Yours ! I could tell you a secret about that. But 
no ; I will not distress you. Bye bye, old goggles/ 
And with that he made for the door. 

" * Professor ! ' I called wildly after him. 
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" * Lauk ! what be meister a holloring at ? ' ex- 
claimed the voice of the kitchenmaid. 

" ' Stop the professQr/ roared I. 

" ' Good lack/ screamed the damsel, shrilly, and 
banged her door indignantly, as she shut it. I was 
alone in my room,— the fire extinguished, the candles 
burning low, one glass of grog, empty, on the table, 
but not a trace of the Aerolite." 



" I vow, Pemberton, you are asleep." 
" Would I were," answered I. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

EVENING AT HOME. 

\ T TE did not go to Mrs Carrington's on Monday, 
^ ^ as Dagentree was engaged in parish business. 
I therefore, again, v/ooed the Muse of Justice in the 
morning, and rode out in the afternoon. My ride 
was uncomfortable and dreamy. Of what colour my 
dreams were I cannot be expected to say ; or whether 
Sophia Wendover or Mrs Carrington held the first 
place there. I fear the blotting-paper bore witness, 
in the artistic devices with which I had covered it in 
the morning, to the inconstancy of man, I certainly 
liked Mrs Carrington very much ; there was a fascina- 
tion about her, which a little overpowered my more 
sober judgment; for she looked like what I had 
always dreaded, a woman with a history. Neither 
did it at all please me that an attorney like Rendelson 
should be on the terms with her, or have the power 
over her, which had been indicated at the Dashwoods. 
But notwithstanding all this, I was, for that afternoon 
at least, under the spell; and sauntered, with rein 

N 
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relaxed and quiet pace, through the umbrageous 
lanes which I have described elsewhere. 

I was returning homewards, when coming to a 
sharp angle of the road, masked by a very high haw- 
thorn hedge, I heard voices, apparently in sharp 
altercation. They were man and woman, and I heard 
the latter exclaim, as I approached the turn — 

" If that be all you can do for me, I 'd best go 
back." 

On turning the corner, I came in front of the 
speakers, who were apparently walking slowly up the 
road. The man was my friend, the photographer; 
the woman, a very, striking-looking person. She 
was above the middle height, dark, with flashing eyes, 
and regular, well-cut features. Her expression was 
lofty and sorrowful, and her whole appearance sug- 
gested Creole blood. All trace of discomposure had 
left the man's face, if it had ever rested there ; but 
the woman's countenance was still heated and ani- 
mated with displeasure. The former made no sign 
of recognition ; the latter gazed earnestly at me, 
although she said nothing. They passed on ; arid 
the incident made no impression on me. 

Our dinner-party proved a great success. The 
Wendover contingent included Mr Wendover himself, 
his wife, and Sophia of course, looking radiant — z. 
whisper of jealousy said to me, almost triumphant. 
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Admiral Trevor, who was their guest, made one of 
the party ; and so did our friend the Doctor, One 
of the Dashwood girls, and a brother, whom I had 
not seen, completed the circle ; and a merrier dinner- 
table I never sat at. 

The Sophia affair was making palpable and ridi- 
culous progress ; and my anchorite looked even more 
absurd than men in such a position generally do. 
After all, I did not grudge it to him, although I 
owned to a certain amount of consciousness regarding 
that quarter ; but Miss Dashwood fell to my share ; 
and I endeavoured, by, I fear, rather boisterous atten- 
tions, to cover the quiet confidences of my host and 
Sophia. Mamma was very propitious. *'Well she 
might be," I said to myself, . Mr Wendover was a 
typical member of Parliament, with a head full of 
bills and divisions, and tales, not badly told, of poli- 
tical celebrities. 

The conversation came to turn on secret correspond- 
ence, spies, and Major Andrd At last, in reference 
to the subject, the Admiral volunteered to tell us a 
real incident which had happened to his uncle. 



THE CIPHER, 



. The story I am about to tell relates to an incident 
in the history of England which is but little known,] 
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and which you will not find in books, but one which 
nevertheless had a great effect on her destinies. 

About the beginning of this century, while the 
Revolutionary wars were raging, communication in 
cipher was naturally very prevalent ; and ingenuity 
was taxed to the utmost, on one hand to invent, and 
on the other to detect, the medium used in secret 
correspondence. As a rule, the decipherer had beaten 
the cipherer; and no known method was secure of 
detection. If conventional signs merely were used, 
the recurrence of the different symbols gave a key- 
easily followed out Some ingenious spirits corres- 
ponded by reference to the pages and lines of par- 
ticular editions of particular books ; others by an 
agreed-on vocabulary. But these last methods, 
although they might preserve the secret, disclosed 
what was often quite as dangerous, that there was a 
secret. I am about to tell you of a plan which for 
long was not only undetected, but unsuspected. 

It was at the time when the first Napoleon had 
assembled his fleet and transports at Brest, with the 
ostensible, and, as is generally believed, the real view 
of making a descent on this island. The greatest 
precautions were observed by this Government in 
regard to correspondence from France, and an 
amount of espionage was practised at the Post-Office, 
^which left subsequent performances in that line far 
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behind. The national excitement was intense, and 
the political departments of the Government were 
administered with an iron sway. 

My uncle, Sir George Trevor, was, as all the world 
then knew, high in the Admiralty; and as it was 
from him that I heard this anecdote, its veracity may 
of course be depended on. 

The despatches to and from the Admiralty were 
the subject of the greatest vigilance, and the most 
stringent regulations. The clerks were not permitted 
to send or receive any letters which were not first 
submitted to the chief clerk ; and it was believed that 
letters addressed even to their private residences were 
frequently opened at the Post-Office. 

At the time I speak of, the chief clerk was an 
elderly man of the name of Parker — a wizened, wiry, 
dapper individual, so imbued with the official tincture 
of Whitehall that it had become second nature to 
him. He lived, and breathed, and thought, and 
slept solely for the Admiralty ; and knew no other 
pleasure or care. He was, withal, a genial and kindly 
soul, keen and energetic in the affairs of his office, 
and in all others a mere child. 

He had assumed as his private secretary a young fel- 
low of the name of Beaumont, who was one of the most 
promising subordinates in the establishment. He 
was a modest, unassuming man, very good-looking, 
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with a countenance and air suggestive of depression 
and melancholy. He was evidently of good educa- 
tion, and probably well-born also, for his manners 
were easy, and indicated good breeding. He was a 
native of Jersey, and had been introduced to the 
notice of the Admiralty authorities by some in- 
fluential member of Parliament. He was much liked 
in the office, and discharged its duties to perfection. 

One morning Parker presented himself before my 
uncle with a visage pale with woe, and trembling 
with excitement. 

"Why, what is the matter, Parker? Has Buona- 
parte come ? " 

" He may have, for aught I know," said Parker. 
*' Things are all wrong. Sir George j " 

" What is wrong ? " 

"The letters are wrong. There is a spy among us. 
I have known it for long : now I am quite sure ; but 
I cannot find him out." 

Parker went on to explain that he had for some 
time suspected that some one in the office communi- 
cated their private information and despatches out- 
side. He had redoubled his precautions ; but more 
than ever confirmed in his suspicions, was entirely 
baffled in his endeavours to detect the culprit. 

" But, Parker," said my uncle, "how do you come 
to be so sure that your seqrets have transpired } " 
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" By the funds, Sir George. They answer to the 
news as surely as the bell down-stairs does to the bell- 
rope. I find them going up and down as if they 
were sitting in the office/' said Parker, personifying 
the Stock Exchange for the moment 

" Have all the letters to the clerks been examined 
strictly ? " 

"Yes; I read them all myself.*' 

" Find nothing in them ? " 

" Mighty little. Some are from home, and some 
from friends, and most of them from sweethearts,'^ 
said Parker, twisting his face into a grim smile ; ** and 
rum things they say in them." 

"And the young men's letters, are they rum, 
too?" 

" They are more cafeful-like, as they know I am to 
see them : but, Lord save you, sir, they are all stuff; 
not a ha'porth of harm in them." 

** This matter must be seen to,'* said my uncle : " I 
have had my own misgivings on the same subject. 
Bring me all the letters which come to, and are sent 
by the clerks, for the next week. . There is no reason 
why you should have all the rum things to yourself." 

So my uncle had the letters for a week, and found 
theni very much such as Parker had described them. 

The suspicious symptoms increased ; the Stock 
Exchange responded more sensitively than ever : but 
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not the slightest ground for suspecting any one tran- 
spired My uncle was bewildered, and Parker was 
rapidly verging to insanity. 

" It IS certainly not the clerks/' said my uncle. 
'* There is no treason there," said he, pushing back 
the letters of the day. "By the way, how does 
young Beaumont get on ? She seems a nice creature, 
that sister of his, to judge by her letters." 

" He is the best hand in the office, a long sight ; 
and his sister is a very sweet, ladylike creature. 
They are orphans, poor things ; and he supports her 
out of his salary. She called at the office two months 
ago, and I gave him leave to see her for a few 
minutes in my room. But he knew it was against 
rules, and has not seen her here again.'' 

" But what are we to do i " said my uncle. " I 
think I will speak to the First Lord." 

So he spoke to the First Lord, who thought the 
affair serious enough. 

" It must be in the letters," said he. 

" It cannot be in the letters," said my uncle. 

**As you please," said the chief; "but although 
you cannot find it there, perhaps another can. I 
would try an expert." 

My uncle had no faith in experts, or Bow Street 
runners, and mistrusted them. But he could not 
refuse to try the experiment suggested. So the most 
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experienced decipherer in London was summoned 
into council, and to him the letters of the day were 
secretly submitted. 

He read them all very carefully, looked at them in 
the light, and looked at the light through them. At 
last he put them all aside, excepting one from Elinor 
Beaumont. 

" Who is the lady who writes this ? " said the taci- 
turn man of skill at last, 

" A very sweet young woman," said Parker, smartly, 
" sister of my private secretary." 

" Does she write often ? " 

" Yes ; she is his only correspondent, and writes 
about twice a week." 

" Where does she live } " 

** She lives in Jersey," Beaumont told me. " Their 
father was in business there." 

*' And does she always write about the same kind 
of things — Aunt*s rheumatism, pic-nics, squires' tea- 
parties, and the like ? ** 

" Much the same, excepting when she speaks of 
Beaumont himself." 

" Hum 1 " said the expert. 

"Well, sir," said my uncle, who was rather im- 
patient of the man of skill's pomposity, " and what 
may * Hum ! ' mean } Have the young woman and 
her aunt's rheumatism done the mischief?" 
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*' Hum ! She dates from Fleet Street ? " 

" And why should she not date from Fleet Street, 
sir?" 

" I should be sorry to prevent her," said the un- 
moved philosopher. " Has this correspondence con- 
tinued long ? '* 

" Oh, yes — a couple of years or so*; but not nearly 
so regularly as lately." 

" For how long regularly ?." 

" About two. months." 

" That IS about thfe. time when you first suspected 
the betrayal of confidence ? " 

" Really, my friend, if you can't see farther into a 
millstone than that, you may give up the profession," 
said my uncle. "Take my word for it, the Beau- 
monts have nothing to do with it. Rubbish ! " 

" Hum ! " And with that the man of skill took his 
hat and departed, saying he would return in two days. 
The two days, however, were five before he came 
back ; and was again closeted with my uncle and 
Parker, with whom he had fallen into great dis- 
favour. 

** Wants to make a job," said the latter — :" a regular 
humbug." ' 

" Sir George," said the regular humbug, ** has Mr 
Beaumont a locked desk in his toom ? " 

'* Yes, sir," said Parker ; " he has." 
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" Have you a key which will open it ? " 

" I have— and what of that ? " 

** I wish to have that desk opened without his know- 
ledge, and the contents brought to me." 

And on what pretence," said my uncle, " do you 
propose to put this insult on a man against whom 
there is no reasonable ground of suspicion, and who 
has not been allowed to speak for himself? " 

''There need be no insult, for he will know nothing 
of it ; neither will any one else." 

" I will not permit it, sir." 

" Hum ! Then I can do no more in the business." 

" But," said Parker, whose official notions made 
him unwilling to break off the negotiations in this 
manlier, " what pretence have you for doing this to 
Mr Beaumont, and not to the other clerks ? '' 

" Shall I tell you } There is no such person as 
Elinor Beaumont, and the address in Fleet Street is 
a notorious liaunt of suspected foreigners." 

" Good gracious ! " said my uncle, changing colour, 
" you don't say that } " 

** It is the fact ; but you will see the necessity of 
being cautious and silent in the matter. Detection 
hangs on a thread as it stands, and a whisper will 
break it." 

" What do you mean," said Parker, " about Elinor 
Beaumont ? I have seen her." 
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" There is no Elinor Beaumont in Jersey. I sent, 
and have ascertained the fact." 

*' I am sure there is some mistake about all this, 
which Beaumont can clear up. Let us send for him." 

" If you do, the game is up. I trust, in fact, he 
does not know of my visits. We cannot be too cau- 
tious in these matters." 

" Pedantic ass !" muttered my uncle ; " but I sup- 
pose we had better give him his own way. If you 
meet Parker and me here at seven to-night, we shall 
have this wonderful desk opened, and your great dis- 
coveries shall be made." 

They met again that evening. The desk was 
opened by Parker ; and a bundle of letters, carefully 
packed up, all from Elinor Beaumont, and a quantity 
of circulars, playbills, and shop receipts were handed 
to the expert. 

That gentleman read through the letters, and 
seemed much struck by the last. " Read that," said 
he, handing it to my uncle. As the letter is im- 
portant, 1 give it entire. 

1 20 Fleet Street, Septr, 2/^k, 1803. 

My dear Charles, — Although we had an adverse 
wind all the way, we made without difficulty the port 
we were bound for. My aunt, in spite of the weight 
of her fifty years, enjoyed the trip much, and is ready 
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to sail again. I hope you will think of sending the 
line you promised on the 25th, and come yourself, as 
our party is now much smaller, and we should enjoy 
the visit. 

When I was in London last week I saw our cousin 
Harry, fresh from Windsor. There is little change 
to be observed in him — not as much as you would 
expect. Come to us on Friday. — Yours very afft., 

Elinor B. 

My uncle read this out aloud, from beginning to 
end, and then he said, " Do you see anything suspi- 
cious in that } It seems to me very innocent." 

" Hum 1 It may be. Was there anything else in 
the desk } " said he, addressing Parker. 

" You may go and look," growled that potentate. 
And he led the way, the expert following. 

The desk was quite empty, with the exception of 
two or three scraps of waste paper. On one of these 
the expert pounced, and returned with an air of 
elation to the other room. He then unfolded this 
scrap of paper, and disclosed a half-sheet, exactly the 
size of the paper on which Elinor Beaumont's letters 
were written, in which oblong holes at intervals had 
been cut. 

He then placed this half-sheet over the letter, and 
handed both, thus placed, to my uncle, whose aston- 
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ished eyes read the following words, which the holes 
left visible. 

" Fleet wind-bound. Fifty sail of i/ie line. 25 smal- 
ler, SJiould the wind change^ expect us on Friday J' 

**The Devil!" said my uncle; "and Nelson 
ordered off to the West Indies ! " 

Then was there, as you may suppose, hurrying and 
scurrying, and running and chasing, and despatching 
of Government couriers, and semaphore telegraphs, 
and carrier pigeons, and all the old-world means of 
communication then in fashion. The key, thus ob- 
tained, disclosed the whole correspondence, which 
turned out to be a connected series of letters from 
the French Government, smuggled into Jersey, The 
result history knows: the intended invasion was 
abandoned, and Napoleon went elsewhere. 

" But what put you on the scent ? " asked my uncle 
afterwards, with many apologies to the expert. 

" I suspected the trick from the first, although it 
was a very good specimen of it. The letters were 
too innocent, and had too little point in them. But 
they were done with admirable skill. The grammar 
was complete : and the little dots or marks which 
bunglers use to guide them in writing the words 
which are to be read were entirely absent. The way 
in which the deception is effected is this. The cor- 
respondents, before jcommencing, take a sheet of 
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paper and cut holes in it, which, of course, in two 
half-sheets exactly correspond. They each take one 
half-sheet : and when a letter is to be written, the 
writer so arranges the words, that those intended to 
be read shall appear in the holes when the half-sheet 
is placed over the paper, which is of the same size. 
When his correspondent receives the letter, he places 
his half-sheet over it, and reads off the words, as you 
did. The difficulty, which was so well conquered in 
this case, is to make the sense run fluently, and to 
prevent any visible break in the writing. Without 
the half-sheet with the holes in it, no one can have 
the slightest clue to the real meaning, 

" My suspicions, once aroused, were confirmed by 
the inquiries which 1 made. The whole story about 
the sister was a fabrication. The letters did come 
from Jersey, the answers went to Fleet Street, to the 
charge of very notorious agents. But if our friend had 
not been fool enough to leave his half-sheet in his desk, 
we might have groped in vain for the mystery." 

Beaumont disappeared that night, and was never 
heard of again at the Admiralty. It transpired 
afterwards that some accomplice had warned him of 
the expert's visits to the Admiralty, and his inquiries 
in Jersey. He had made an attempt to get admit- 
tance to his room, but was scared by the sounds he 
heard ; and contrived to escape to France. The lady 
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who acted the sister, and who visited the Admiralty, 
partly to put the authorities oflf their guard, and prob- 
ably also to interchange the key to the cipher, was 
a Parisian celebrity, who both before and afterwards 
was renowned for her daring in political intrigue, 

"And an uncommon good hint too. Miss Wen- 
dover," said the Doctor. " Suppose you and I 
interchange our magic leaves when we go to the 
drawing-room." 

** If you had suggested that in confidence, I might 
have thought of it ; but now I shall be asked for my 
magic leaf whenever I get a note from you." 

" Don't be afraid ; you can make a wrong one, and 
put them off the scent/' 

" What a strange story that is you told me ! " said 
Mrs Wendover to me. *'Are you sure it was the 
photographer ? " 

" I think so ; but people's faces look so different at 
different times that I may have been mistaken." 

" I must have these people looked after," said Mr 
Wendover. " Perhaps he is a Yankee spy." 



CHAPTER XX. 

IDENTITY, 

DOCTOR. " The human face is a very singular 
thing. I have often wondered whether there 
be such a thing, or whether what we think we see is 
an eidolofiy or image, present only to our imagina- 
tions." 

Dagmtree, " I should have thought your glass 
taught you with sufficient clearness, if you ever look 
in one." 

Doctor. "There lies one cause of my scepticism. 
The fellow I see in the glass is not the same fellow, 
but a great variety of familiar friends, I know one 
fellow my glass exhibits who is really a good kind 
of man, cheery, benevolent, not ill-looking, and very 
glad to see me. I have real pleasure in contemplat- 
ing him, and he seems to share my feelings entirely. 
But I know a very different dog who lives in the 
same place, a scowling, ill-conditioned, discontented 
brute, without the slightest resemblance in feature, 
complexion, or expression to the other one. This is 
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the gentleman I usually shave ; and ugh ! how I hate 
him. Then there are a great many others. One 
comes smirking up to me with a priggish smile ; 
another — and he comes very often — has a softened, 
melancholy, sentimental air. A third is tragic, and a 
fourth comic. But I give you my life, not a mother's 
son of them is like the other." 

We laughed at our friend's earnestness. 

Doctor, " Ay, ay, laugh on an' ye will. But look- 
ing in the glass is no laughing matter. Did ye ever 
know a man laugh when he was looking in the 
glass ? " 

Pemberton, ** No ; the melancholy smile is the true 
type. But I have caught my own reflection in 
double mirrors, when in the act of laughing, and a 
more revolting Yahoo I never saw." 

Doctor, " Did ye ever bow to yourself when ye 
met ? A Dublin friend of mine did that when he 
was walking up a staircase which had a mirror at 
the top. ' I wonder,' says he to me, ' who my 
seedy-looking friend is, but I have seen his snob- 
bish face somewhere.' I laughed, but I had not 
the heart, to tell him why, and he never found 
out." 

Dagentree, **No wonder, then, Doctor, when you 
don't know your own face, that we should forget 
those of other people. It is one of the most tiresome 
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infirmities of mortality that one forgets faces. I do 
believe they change, as you say." 

Doctor, " Yes, I believe many a friend is lost, and 
many an enemy made, on no better reason. You 
dance with a pretty girl, you think she liked you, 
and her image flits before you all night, but you pass 
her in the Park next day with a haughty stare, and 
she cuts you the next time you meet. All your 
recognition was a zany-like wonder where you had 
seen that beautiful apparition before. Qr you meet 
a man in Pall Mall from whom you yesterday ob- 
tained a favour. You vainly attempt that oft-tried 
task of trying to look as if you recollected him, and 
after a few inane stammers from you, he quits you in 
disgust. As you reach St James's Street you sud- 
denly wake up to a consciousness of what you have 
done ; but it is one of those sins for which there is no 
repentance." 

Admiral, " Talking of St James's Street, I remem- 
ber that old Scott of the Heavies, while coming out 
of Brook's one day, was stopped by a gentlemanlike 
man, whom he thought he recognised, with a very 
hearty salutation. Scott was one of the best of 
fellows, ,and the most jovial, good-tempered of 
members of Parliament ; so he slid his arm through 
that of his newly-found friend, and they walked 
down towards St Stephen's in the most amicable 
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manner. They discussed mutual friends, and India, 
and Paris, and were so much pleased at their 
meeting after long separation that they agreed to 
dine together the next day. Unluckily, however, 
when near the foot of Parliament Street they got into 
a trifling but hot dispute on recruiting in the army. 

" * You thought very differently at Malta, though,' 
said his friend. 

" * Malta ! ' roared Scott, ' I never was in Malta in 
my life/ 

" * Not in Malta ! Why, it was there we knew each 
other. Don't you remember the orange groves and 
the pretty San Carlottis } ' Then abruptly stopping, 
and looking up in Scott's face, he exclaimed, * Never 
saw you before,' turned on his heel, and vanished. 
Scott never saw him again, and never found who he 
was or for whom he had been taken. He admitted 
he could not remember his name, but felt sure he 
knew him." 

Dagentree, " It is a curious mental process that 
hunting for a name. How you rummage among the 
cupboards of the brain, and bring up a withered leaf 
from this one, or a long-forgotten landscape from that, 
or an odour unperceived for years from a third, and 
how at last they all fit in, and reproduce the well- 
remembered scene, and the names which acted in it. 
Ah, me ! how sad these dissolving visions sometimes 
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are — how vividly they return for a moment, only to 
vanish again into darkness ! " 

Doctor, " Pretty sentiment ! But I never talk sen- 
timent, and never allow it to be talked if I can help 
it. Not that I don't think sentiment, like every one 
else, ay, and think it as prettily, and say all the 
sweet things about it which fools put into words. 
But where is the good of adding to the sad thoughts, 
or the enervating weariness of this depressing world, 
by speaking of them ? I like fun and mirth, not 
because I think them, but because I can't think them 
without the outward expression to help me. Fun is 
better than drink; but drink is better than sentiment; 

* It gies us wit ; it gies us lair ; 
It pangs us fu' o' knowledge.' 

And since I have quoted the only Scotchman I ever 
read of who deserved to be an Irishman, from his love 
of fun and of whisky, let me tell you a very romantic 
and curious story which happened in the picturesque 
but then not too tidy metropolis of Scotland. 

THE MYSTERIOUS STUDENT. 

" In my earlier years, I studied for a session at 
Edinburgh. It was in Burke^s year, not that of 
Edmund Burke, but of another countryman of the 
same name, and not less celebrated. The number, 
the atrocity, and the cool speculative motives of this 
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fiend's misdeeds, approached genius in their way; 
and in the excitement of his trial and execution all 
other topics were foigotten. I shall not easily forget 
the singular fever of the public mind during these 
few weeks. I was myself present at the trial, and 
witnessed the spectacle of the greatest criminal of the 
century being defended by the first counsel at the bar 
of Scotland. A rumour had gone abroad that no 
counsel could be found to appear for such a monster; 
and as a testimony to the duty of counsel under all 
circumstances, the most celebrated advocates of the 
day, without fee or reward, defended this gang of 
murderers in the face of a torrent of public prejudice. 
''The afternoon of the day on which Burke was 
executed was distinguished by a first-rate college 
row. The students at Edinburgh are, in general, a 
more sedate and graver set than Oxford under- 
graduates, and town and gown riots are not by any 
means an established institution. But the students 
of Edinburgh, like its mob, have, when roused, always 
been a formidable and dangerous body ; and on this 
occasion, the police having intruded into the quad- 
rangle to preserve order among the crowd which 
hurried to the dissecting-room, a battle royal had 
ensued, attended by some severe injuries, and result- 
ing in a triumphant and glorious defeat of the 
authorities. 
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To celebrate this propitious event, a supper-party 
assembled that evening in a tavern called the 
* Rainbow/ which, if I remember right, hangs in 
mid-air close by the * triumphant arch which spans ' 
the ancient Nor* Loch. The party consisted of 
some fifteen or twenty students, the leaders in the 
conflict of the day, most of them men of ability as 
well as sinew, and some of whom have since risen to 
considerable reputation. It may be easily supposed 
that wit, and chafl*, and song circulated with none 
the less vivacity that their morning's battle had been 
successful. 

" The chair was occupied by the bard and satirist 
of the college, a fellow of infinite jest, who made his 
mark on the world afterwards, but who at this time 
was mainly famed and feared for the sarcastic and 
biting power of his humour^ Opposite him sat the 
prince of students — tall, handsome, reckless, flashing 
with the exuberance of youthful spirit, and a flow of 
convivial fancy that I have never known equalled. 

"Among the others were two, who figure in my 
story. One was a student named Johnstone, the 
Thersites of the circle — a disagreeable specimen of a 
stamp of man which is generally to be found in every 
circle, without either wit or talent, excepting the wit 
or talent to make others feel uncomfortable. Bold, 
and unscrupulous, and quick to see and seize on the 
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weaknesses of others, he was dijlagellufn, a fly- blister; 
people feared to make him their friend, and still more 
to make him their enemy, and so he extorted from 
hate what he never would have obtained from love, 
and was admitted to the most select coterie of the 
University, 

" The other was a stalwart, handsome young Irish- 
man, who had done mighty execution in the meUe of 
the day ; caring but little, after the temperament of 
his nation, about the merits of the conflict, but hitting 
right and left as his leader told him. He was an 
open-browed, Spanish-looking son of Erin, half-rollick- 
ing, half-sad, in expression, who was winding up a 
happy day with a happy night : he had had a fight 
in the morning, and had a frolic in the evening. His 
name was Power, a medical student who had been 
but a week or two in Edinburgh. He was conse- 
quently ■ an entire stranger to the others, and had 
been invited to make one of the party, solely on the 
strength of his fist. 

" The chairman, after many a gibe and anecdote 
had gone round, rose to propose the toast of the 
evening : — * Confusion to the police, and bad dreams 
to Bailie Rintoul.' (In those days the town council 
ruled over the college, and the obnoxious Bailie had 
given the orders to the police.) 'As to the first part 
of the toast,' he said, 'it was superfluous, a pleonasm. 
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for the police were in such confusion already, that 
nothing the company could drink could add to it. 
Such a rabble rout had never before been witnessed 
since Proteus 

* Pecus egit altos 

Visere montes/ 

which he would render to mean, that his friend the 
vice, who was Protean enough, drove back the brutes 
to the High Street, As to the Bailie, the sentiment 
expressed in the toast was suitable. His normal 
state was slumber. He slept on the bench of Justice, 
for he saw him in that state, on a solitary and melan- 
choly episode in his, the chairman's, otherwise blame- 
less life. He slept in church, for he heard him 
on' 

" ' Another solitary and melancholy episode,' sug- 
gested the vice. 

" * Order there ! He heard him snore, and from 
its vigour and constancy the occupation was mani- 
festly habitual. But if Homer sometimes slept, the 
Bailie sometimes awakes : as he did to shame and 
defeat to-day. He is asleep again by this time. Bad 
dreams to him, with all the honours.' 

" So with gibe and jest the evening wore on, and 
Power, warming with the wine and the excitement, 
added his full share to the evening's amusement. 
Every one was cordial and courteous to him except- 
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ing Johnstone, who seemed rather jealous of his popu- 
larity, all the more that one or two shafts, levelled at 
Power without the latter perceiving them, had been 
rather roughly warded off by the vice. 

" At last he also rose to propose a toast ' It was,' 
he said, * the Sister Isle, and our gallant allies, among 
whom,^ said he, breaking into a racy brogue, of which 
he was quite a master, ' I need not particularise our 
friend over the way. Who he is, I do not profess to 
know. He came to us suddenly, and, like most of 
his countrymen, will probably so depart; where he 
lives I do not know, for his countrymen seldom dis- 
close their habitat ; but if pugnacity and muscle — the 
fruits of that choice esculent of his native land — will 
make a man famous, famous he will be. May his 
hat never be shabbier, be his coat never more thread- 
bare. May the rats fly his garret, the mice leave his 
sausages in peace, and may his tick be extended to a 
week,' 

" The undisguised insolence of Johnstone's address 
did not detract from his vivacity, and the audience 
laughed and applauded. Power rose to return thanks 
with unruffled mien, and spoke with far more accent 
than before. * He was proud and plased, he was, at 
the kindness of the jintleman. If he wore his coat 
till he was tired of the company, it 's little but threads 
would be left of it ; and if he could listen for ever to 
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such eloquence, the mice were welcome to his dinner. 
He was proud of the notice of the company. Long 
life to them, and the more shindies the better, if they 
always ended in a blow-out, or whether they did or 
not As to the worthy gossoon who had proposed 
his health, he had made his acquaintance under 
circumstances which bound them together, for he 
(Power) caught him in his arms when Sergeant 
Macbean (CromwelFs curse upon him !) with one 
hand on collar, and the other on croup, dropped 
him over the balustrades like a half-quarter of 
corn/ 

" The shouts which greeted this allusion, which was 
literally true, stung Johnstone to the quick. Seizing 
his tumbler, he flung its contents in the speaker's 
face, and then rushed from the room. 

" Great commotion of course ensued. Power was 
white and furious with rage, and in his first transports 
nearly vented it on those who tried to prevent him 
from following his assailant. He calmed down after a 
while, but took no more part in the evening's festivi- 
ties, and was overheard to say that he would have, 
his life. He refused, coldly, all offers, which were 
good-naturedly made, to act as mediators in the 
matter, and left the party early and alone. 

"The next news which the college circle heard 
was four days afterwards. It was reported that 
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Johnstone had been found dead in the 'common 
stair,' as the staircase to separate storys, or flats, is 
called in Edinburgh, in which Power's rooms were* 
The report turned out to be only too true. A police- 
man said that a man had rushed hurriedly past him 
about 5 o'clock (it was January) and exclaimed, 
* There is a man dying in the stair No 27,' and 
passed on. He went to the entry, and on the landing 
close to Power's lodgings, he found a man stretched 
on the stone floor. He raised him and found that he 
was quite dead. He had a severe cut over the eye. 
His collar was thrown open, and he had faint marks 
of pressure round his neck. On conveying him to 
the police office, he was recognised as the unhappy 
student. He was found to have died, as the medical 
men thought, from concussion of the brain, accom- 
panied by strangulation. Their opinion was that the 
deceased had been seized by the throat, and thrown 
violently down. His watch and money were undis- 
turbed. 

" Little as Johnstone was liked, this sad and tragic 
end made a deep and melancholy impression on his 
circle : and thoughts naturally turned to his alter- 
cation with Power, and its probable result. On in- 
quiring it appeared that Power had not been st^n 
at college since the supper-party ; he had not been 
seen at his lodgings since Johnstone had been found. 
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Things looked so suspicious that a warrant was issued 
for his apprehension, 

" The second night after the murder was discovered, 
Power was apprehended walking quietly along the 
South Bridge, in the direction of his lodgings. When 
seized he at first resisted, and demanded to know 
what the officers meant by their violence ; but on 
being shown the warrant, at once submitted, simply 
saying that they were wrong, and would find out 
that they were so. 

" He was detained in the police cells all night, and 
in the morning was taken before the sheriff. The 
officials were proceeding to take what in Scotland is 
called his declaration — that is, any statement the 
accused may think fit to make — ^when the prisoner 
said : — 

" * It may save you all trouble, gentlemen, if you 
understand for onst that I do not intend to answer 
any questions/ 

** In vain they pressed him to explain where h 
had spent the two preceding days : he remained ab- 
solutely silent. He evinced neither indignation nor 
sorrow ; and was not apprehensive or excited in the 
slightest degree : but speak he would not, and the 
authorities did not know what to make of him, 

" Several of his friends visited him ; but although 
he received them courteously, he showed no desire 



222 A VISIT TO MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN 

for their society, at least, for the first two or three 
days. As time went on, his natural gaiety seemed to 
return, and he would chat away in his cell as if no 
such charge as one of murder hung over him. The 
Crown inquiry was completed : he was committed 
for trial, and served with an indictment ; and his 
friend the vice, who was studying for the law, urged 
him to employ a solicitor for his defence. To this he 
consented, and a very worthy and well-known prac- 
titioner paid him a visit in prison, 

" * A very melancholy business this, Mr Power.' 

" ' Faith it is, Mr Stuart : I am very sorry for that 
poor devil's mother.' 

" * But it is very serious for yourself.' 

" * So they tell me : but somehow I cannot look 
grave enough on it. They say I may be hanged ; 
but for the life of me I cannot see it' 

" * This levity is hardly suitable, sir, in your posi- 
tion; nor is it wise. You would not speak to the 
sheriff, I understand ; and you were right ; but your 
own safety requires that you should have no reserve 
with me.* 

" * Well, sir, I shall have no reserve. That 
paper (pointing to the indictment) is a bagful of 
lies.' 

" * Of course — I understand. You say you did not 
murder the man.' 
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** * Not an inch of me.' 

** * But pray explain yourself fully, Mr Power : tell 
me all about the supper, and the quarrel, and what 
you did next day, and where you were the night 
before last ; and whether you and this poor fellow 
met. It is needless to conceal things from me, other- 
wise I cannot serve you/ 

" * Well, Mr Stuart, but you can serve me, although 
I have nothing to tell you.' 

" * In what way t ' 

" * By putting these two advertisements in the Irish 
and Glasgow newspapers,' said the prisoner. 

" The advertisements were as follows : — 

"'If Admiral Seymour recollects the young 

man to whom he described the volcanoes in the Fiji 
Islands on board the Maid of Lorn steamer, he will 
render him a most signal service if he will send his 
address to Mr John Stuart, W.S., Edinburgh. 

" The other ran thus : — 

" * If the lady who was in the Belfast coach remem- 
bers the conversation about Moore's Melodies a fort- 
night ago, she will send her address to JOHN Stuart, 
W.S., Edinburgh. 

" * Witnesses — alibi — hem ? ' The prisoner nodded 
assent. 

" M/ifW— rubbish ! Try something else.* 
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" Power smiled. * I have nothing else to try but 
the truth. I told you I did not murder him. If 
these advertisements are answered, you will sub- 
poena the gentleman and lady for the trial, but will 
hold no communication of any kind with them. You 
will also subpoena the persons whose names and 
addresses are here/ handing him a paper, * and hold 
no communication with them either. And I have no 
other instructions.' 

**The solicitor shook his head, plainly believing 
the man to be mad. He left him, however, taking 
the advertisements along with him, in perplexity how 
to act, and instead of going home, went straight to 
the house of Mr C, the celebrated advocate in Char- 
lotte Square, and to him he stated his troubles. 
" ' And now, what would you advise me to do ? ' 
" ' Do what the laddie bids you, John.' 
" ' It is very irregular not to examine the witnesses.' 
" * You are little better than a coof, John. Do you 
not see that the alibi perhaps is a real one, and that 
the fellow wants them to prove it without notice } 
There is a story under all this, but your best plan is 
to do what he tells you. He has twice your brains, 
I '11 warrant him.' 

" * Would you not step down and see him, Mr C. } 
He is a fine young fellow, and all the gentleman; and 
my mind misgives me he does not know his danger.' 
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** * I never call on my clients, even in more fashion- 
able residences.* 

" * But you might make an excuse, sir, to go and 
see him. I am sure your heart would warm to him 
at once.' 

** So the kind-hearted and eccentric barrister pro- 
mised to look in on the prisoner next afternoon. 

" He found him sitting with the chairman and the 
vice of the supper-party, in a perfect torrent of merri- 
ment, little appropriate either to the circumstances or 
the place. The young men knew the distinguished 
counsel, and rose and became silent when he entered. 
Power, however, although he bowed courteously, did 
not seem to recognise his visitor's name, even when 
it was announced. 

" * I have come to pay an afternoon visit to my 
friend here,' said the barrister. * I am glad to find 
him with two such supporters — salvage men. But, 
my friends the savages, you had better withdraw. I 
wish to have your prey all to myself.' 

"The two accordingly departed, and Mr C. was 
left alone with the prisoner. 

" * I suppose I should make an apology for my in- 
trusion,' said the lawyer; 'but all the strange nooks 
of this city are familiar to me ; and, laddie, I thought 
a friend in need might not be unwelcome.' 

*' In the homely kindliness of his address, and the 
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Doric plainness of his speech, there was a dignity 
and elegance about the demeanour of the visitor that 
bespoke the well-bred gentleman. Power was at first 
startled, and then subdued by his manner. 

** ' I am sure I am much beholden,' he said. * Might 
I ask to what I am indebted for this honour ? * 

" ' To your going to be hanged,' said the other, 
bluntly. 

'* * But there go two words to that,' said Power. 
' They will not hang an innocent man in this blessed 
country of yours.' 

" ' Won't they though } They hanged Burke, after 
my friend the Dean had proved him to be a saint.' 

" A pause ensued, for Power had little to reply to 
the flattering parallel. 

" * In plain words, my lad, I am sorry for you. 
There is a secret which you do not wish to disclose. 
I do not know who you are, or where you come from, 
but I am sure you are a stranger, and I believe that 
you are innocent. Friends are not so easily found 
by the stranger and the wrongfully accused, that you 
should reject an honest ofier. Confide in me — I shall 
be secret as the grave.' 

" Power looked at him for a minute, and then, a 
sudden revulsion seizing him, burst into a flood of 
tears. 

*' * I am ashamed,' he said, at last, ' to give way 
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thus, but I am quite alone — how much you do not 
know — the most unfortunate of men, and in this, 
wholly innocent/ 

" * Tell me the tale plainly, my boy, and maybe I 
may find a remedy/ 

" The prisoner told his tale. What it was the sequel 
must disclose. 

" The day of trial had come. The prisoner was 
placed at the bar, the judges, in scarlet and white, 
defiled into court, and the clerk called, in a loud 
voice — 

" ' Charles Power, stand up, and listen to the in- 
dictment against you/ 

"The appearance of the prisoner excited great 
interest in court, which was crowded with students 
and the public. The Lord Advocate, as public pro- 
secutor, sat on one side of the table within the bar, 
assisted by other counsel ; on the other side, sat Mr 
C. and a junior counsel, 

*' A strange smile came over the face of the prisoner 
when his name was called. He rose, however, with a 
glance at his counsel, and pleaded ' Not guilty * with 
a firm voice. 

"The case made by the Crown authorities was 
one which startled the students by its strength and 
compactness. They called the students who were at 
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the * Rainbow ' to prove the quarrel. They proved 
that Power did not go to college on Monday the 
25th of January ; that Johnstone was seen to go up 
the common stair on the afternoon of that day ; that 
persons who lived next door heard a violent alterca- 
tion in Power's room about four o'clock; that the 
person who passed the policeman and gave the alarm 
was Power; and that Power left by the Glasgow 
coach at six o'clock, and returned to Edinburgh that 
night, remaining until Wednesday at an hotel The 
medical men proved that the cause of death was con- 
cussion of the brain, accompanied by strangulation. 
In all instances the prisoner was distinctly and clearly 
identified. The notion of an alibi was apparently 
hopeless. 

" Mr C. made but little attempt at cross-examina- 
tion. He extracted some merriment out of an iras- 
cible stage- coachman, and succeeded in creating some 
confusion as to where and when Power left the Glas- 
gow coach. But the proof of his return was quite 
clear. 

"Of the doctors the counsel only asked a few 
questions. 

"'You spoke about strangulation. How was it 
produced } ' 

" ' I cannot tell.' 

" ' Pressure on the throat produces strangfulation } ' 
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*''Itdoes/ 

'* * Any sort of pressure ? ' 

** ' Any which is sufficiently close and tight/ 

" ' Hanging produces strangulation ? ' 

'' * Yes/ 

** * Was this man hanged, doctor ? ' 

** * No ; of course not/ 

" ' Why " of course not " ? ' 

** ' Because there is no reason to think he was/ 

" * Any other reason for ** of course not " ? ' 

*' ' No/ 

" * You may go/ And go he did, after saying more, 
and implying much more than he meant. 

"The case looked very black, and was closed by 
the Crown reading the notandiim made when Power 
refused to answer the sheriff's questions. 

"The audience were greatly excited, but the 
prisoner himself maintained a demeanour perfectly 
tranquil. He was rather moved when the witnesses 
described the grief of Johnstone's family, but except 
at this stage of the trial he evinced no emotion 
whatever. 

*' * Call Admiral Seymour,' said Mr C. 

" A tall weather-beaten man, somewhat stately, 
stepped into the witness-box, and was sworn. 

" ' Admiral, do you know why you have been asked 
to come here .'* ' 



230 A VISIT TO MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN. 

" * No, sir, I do not ; and I think it would have 
been more civil to have told me. I know nothing 
about Mr Power, or any one of that name/ 

" ' No one has had the civility to ask you what you 
were going to say ? ' 

" * Yes ; a gentleman came from the Crown office ; 
I told him he knew as much as I did.' 

" * I believe you left Belfast by the steamer 
which sailed on the night of Sunday, the 24th of 
January?' 

" * I did/ 

" ' Do you recollect a conversation you had with a 
young gentleman about volcanoes ? ' 

*' * I remember it and him very well. He was a 
very intelligent fellow, and we walked together most 
of the night' 

"'Were you fellow-travellers up the Clyde to 
Glasgow ? ' 

" ' We were.' 

*' ' When did you arrive in Glasgow ? ' 

" ' About one o'clock afternoon.' 

** * Where did you part from him ? ' 

" ' I took him to the Western Club, of which I am a 
member, and gave him lunch, and we parted there.' 

" (To the prisoner.) * Stand up, if you please. Is 
that the man } ' 

'* ' It is.' 
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" * Have you any doubt of that ? ' 
None whatever.* 
The Crown counsel rose to tross-examine. 

"* There must be some mistake, Admiral. Look 
at him again.* 

" ' There is no mistake. That is the man. I should 
know him anywhere.' . 

" ' Did you see any one like him ? ' 

" ' Not that I remember. But since you are so 
pressing, I should like to hear him speak.' 

*'The Judge said there could be no objection to 
that, and told the prisoner to address a remark to 
the witness. 

" * Ah, Admiral, do you recollect what happened 
to Dermot Rooney's cow on her birthday?* said the 
prisoner. 

" The reminiscence was plainly a diverting one, for 
the Admiral laughed outright, and said it was the 
same funny fellow beyond all doubt. And, strange 
as it was, the jury seemed to think so too. And the 
Admiral was allowed to retire without further question. 

" ' Call Miss Bridget Malone,* said Mr C. 

" And a very pretty, ladylike young woman 
stepped into court, accompanied by her mother. 

" ' You are the daughter of Mr Malone, the banker 
of Belfast } ' said Mr C. 

" ' Yes, I am.' 
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*' ' Do you remember travelling to Belfast by the 
coach from Waterford on the 23d of January ? ' 

" ' Yes, sir/ 

" ' You travelled inside ? ' 

''* Yes, sir/ 

*• * Had you any fellow-travellers ? * 

" * Yes/ said Miss Bridget, with a smile, * that 
[gentleman/ pointing to Power, ' was with me/ 

'* ' All the way ? ' 

" ' Yes.' 

** * Was he agreeable ? ' 

" * Very pleasant, sir/ 

" * Have you ever seen or heard of him since ? ' 

" * No, sir. I saw an advertisement in the Belfast 
newspaper, which I knew must be from him ; and so 
I am here to-day/ 

** ' When did you arrive } ' 

" * Only a few hours ago/ 

" * Did you know why you were wanted ? ' 

'' * Not in the least.' 

" * You have no doubt it is he } ' 

" ' I have none,' said the girl. 

" * Did he make love to you V interposed the 
opposite counsel. 

" * Oh — you mistake, altogether — we were very 
happy. That was all, and I was sorry when the 
journey was over.' 
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" * And so was 1/ interposed the prisoner. 

** ' Yes, that is his voice. If you make him say, 
" Oft in the stilly night," my lord,' said the girl, 
turning to the bench, * you would understand/ 

** * Shall I ask him to sing it ? ' said Mr C. 

** * Really,' said the Lord Advocate, ' this is quite 
unusual and irregular/ He was rather nettled with 
the evidence. 

" * No,' said Mr C. ; * it is a case of identity. 
Identity of voice may be as important as that of 
feature. Do you wish ' (turning to the witness) ' to 
be confirmed in your opinion by hearing his voice ? ' 

** * I have no doubt about him ; but he says it very 
sweetly.* 

" * Prisoner,' said the Judge, * you have heard what 
has passed. Can you say any of the verses t ' 

" Thus adjured. Power recited the second verse of 
that sweetest of all Moore's melodies, with great taste 
and expression. The witness listened with delight, 
and at the end exclaimed — 

*' * I was sure of it. Nobody ever said all " but me 
departed " but himself.' 

** He had said so, and the evidence was irresis- 
tible. 

" The waiter at the Western Club, the clerk at the 
coach-office, and the guard of the mail, all spoke to 
his having been in Glasgow on Monday until four 
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o'clock, and having left it by the coach that evening. 
He arrived in Edinburgh, as the Crown witnesses 
had said, at nine o'clock at night. The chain was 
complete, and all idea of concert was excluded by 
the fact that none of the witnesses knew when they 
came into the court the reason of their being sum- 
moned. The case looked like one of mistaken 
identity, but the strange thing was that the accused 
had never denied that he was the student in question, 
and seemed from the first to be familiar with all 
around him. 

" The Crown had no choice but to abandon the 
prosecution, and the prisoner was acquitted ; but the 
mystery which the trial had thrown over the whole 
affair created an unpleasant impression, and he left 
Edinburgh next day. 

"Very shortly afterwards a fact transpired which 
rendered it at least doubtful whether the crime had 
been committed at all. Two medical students, who 
were friends of Johnstone, resided at the top of the 
same staircase. Both of these students had left 
Edinburgh rather suddenly, immediately after this 
event, and it was not known where they had gone. 
But it transpired that they had been in the habit of 
making experiments in strangulaton on themselves — 
not an unusual thing at that time ; and it came to be 
believed that Power's counsel at the time of the trial 
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had information that Johnstone came by his death in 
that way, and that the others in their terror had laid 
down his body at Power's door. 

** The nine days' wonder soon subsided, and gave 
place to new topics ; and it was many years after- 
wards that I heard the true version of this singular 
tale. 

" It seems there were two brothers, twins, of the 
name of Power, who were left orphans, and almost 
without relatives or connections, when they were 
mere children. They were so wonderfully alike that 
those who knew them best could rarely distinguish 
them, and the old maternal grandfather who brought 
them up took care that they should be educated 
separately. Reginald the eldest assumed the name 
of Reynolds, as he succeeded to a small property 
through his mother. The brothers, after the death 
of their grandfather, being alone in the world, had the 
most devoted, even romantic, affection for each other, 
although at the time of this story they had not met 
for several years. 

" Reginald had received a writership to India, and 
when the events I have spoken of occurred, was on 
his way to pay his brother a farewell visit. Johnstone 
and Power had met that afternoon, and Power had 
knocked him down, and was horrified an hour or two 
afterwards to find Johnstone lying dead at his door. 
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In his alarm he immediately started off by the coach 
which left for Glasgow at six o'clock, to meet his 
brother, and consult . what was to be done. The 
coach stopped at a stage where it met the other, and 
there the brothers resolved on the romantic course 
of changing their identity, Power going to London 
as Reynolds, and Reynolds going to Edinburgh as 
Power. The rest is easily conceived, but Reynolds 
remained Power to the end of his life, and never 
would hear of resuming either his name or his estate. 
He went out as a medical man to Australia, rose to 
great eminence, and only died a year or two ago, 
leaving an enormous fortune. He left a widow whose 
maiden name was Bridget Malone." 

The evening passed away merrily. Sophia and 
my hermit sung one or two duets very prettily. I 
had known his sweet although not powerful tenor in 
days gone by, and found what I suppose no one 
knew, that in his solitude he had not only cultivated 
it carefully, but had acquired considerable skill on 
the violin. It did me good to see him blush like a 
boy when he shyly proposed to add this contribution 
to our evening at home. The Doctor, however, 
growled at the concord of sweet sounds. He loved 
to hear his own voice as well as those of others, and 
was, moreover, as I afterwards discovered, a very 
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good judge of music, and the performances were not 
quite up to his mark. He promised, under cover of 
a louder finale than usual, to send me his views on 
the subject, and these I received a day or two after- 
wards. I give them accordingly in the state in 
which I received them. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

A DISCOURSE OF MUSIC. 

*' TF music be the food of love, play on." But if 
-*- music be the murderer of love, the bane of in- 
nocent flirtation, the exacting and wearisome tyrant 
of the evening, cease the eternal crash, stop that 
piano, and, oh ! warbler of the night, who knowest or 
reckonest not of the imprecations around thee, and 
vainly hopest that the circle hang enchanted on thy 
lips — shut up. 

I think I like music ; I delight in Mozart and 
Beethoven ; I feel they speak to me, although what 
they say I do not know. But their cadences and 
phrases touch a chord which sensibly bounds within 
me, and sets in motion vague, dreamy, delicious 
thoughts, which tempt me almost to cry aloud with 
pleasure. I suppose, although I know little of the 
theory of musical composition, that there is as much 
musical skill displayed by these favourites of mine 
as by the loudest, harshest crash which Verdi ever 
inspired. But I hate Verdi and all the banging, 
braying school with an unmitigated hatred. Their 
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works seem to me to be composed of muscle only, 
without an animating spirit, an outrage on, and insult 
to, the real soul of music. Music should steal on 
you as the stalker steals on the deer. If you go 
beating drums, and shouting loud huzzas, your in- 
tended prey will be the other side the mountain 
before your work is well begun. 

But even music I like is often distasteful to me. 
I resent — and everybody does resent — being told and 
compelled to listen — that is, being told to hold my 
tongue, when I wish to talk. It is all very well for 
you, hideous hypocrite of the drawing-room, know- 
ing not one note of music from another, to stand 
with a foolish look, forcing your rebellious lips 
into the mockery of a rapturous smile. The coun- 
terfeit is written too plainly on your face, if any 
one took the trouble to look at it, or think of it. 
I, who am an honest man, hold my tongue, as I 
would in any other solemn assembly, but to pre- 
tend that I like being interrupted when my pretty 
neighbour is waxing sociable and pleasant, I should 
disdain. 

I do, indeed, like pleasant melodies to pour into 
my ear while I talk or am talked to; and that is 
precisely what should happen on all such occasions, 
and what is never, on any account, permitted. And, 
my most amiable, but ah ! too exacting hostess, why 
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is it that we may not carry on our innocent chat 
while your nightingales are singing ? Shall I tell 
you ? Conceit and vanity explain it all. It is sweet 
to sit on a bank on a summer's day, and listen to the 
chorus of the blackbird and the thrush ; but would 
you enjoy them more if your own pretty prattle were 
silenced ? A pleasant companion, in a pleasant stroll, 
is all the more agreeable, that the air is vocal all 
around. That is the music Nature has provided, and 
she never meant anything so preposterous as that 
man — still less woman — should be dumb during the 
performance. Nay, look at the feathered choristers 
themselves. They don't listen to each other, but 
swell their little throats, and pour out their musical 
small talk amid the harmonious discord all around. 
But, you — ^you care for nothing but having your 
phenomenon admired — because ^^« brought her there, 
and you brought the people to hear her, and she will 
be sulky with you if the people talk, and your party 
won't be a success, and Mrs Crackenthorpe will come 
next day, and, scorpionlike, condole with you on the 
mortifications of the evening. Well, there are meaner 
motives in the world than those which swell your 
gentle and good-natured bosom. I quarrel not with 
them. I shall be as mute and as portentously un- 
happy as my friends ; but say not that this kind of 
thing is the food of love. 
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The hostess on such occasions — for few men are 
such fiends as to promote actively such scenes of 
torture — never wastes a thought on her guests. 
Little she recks that her tall, slim, nervous friend, 
who stands woe-begone between the folding-doors, 
not disguising his misery, is as destitute of the sense 
of music as a blind man of the idea of colour. Why, 
then, is he there, a mockery of woe ? Because he is 
Lord Charles, and his name will sound well to-night, 
and will look well to-morrow. She ought to have 
musical friends at her musical parties, so an old- 
world man of sense would think. But that is a vain 
thought Some there are that really revel in the 
enjoyment of sweet sounds, and would be only 
too grateful for an evening such as this. But 
then the Grayling girls live on the wrong side 
of Oxford Street, and no one knows them ; and 
although that which desolates Lord Charles would 
enchant them, the first is tormented and the last are 
snubbed. 

Whatever our friend Dagentree may think of the 
Germans, he should sympathise with their passion 
for music. They love it : they live in it. You never 
see among thqm that gloomy, victimised type which 
stalks through London drawing-rooms. All are 
musicians. They listen when they wish to listen, 
and cease when they have listened enough. German 
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music is at least one thing real about them — it has 
real sentiment and real gaiety. Even I, an adopted 
son of British soil, solemn, and amusing myself sadly, 
believe that no good can come out of foreign parts, 
relaxed my Britannic morgtiCy and felt and looked 
human as I listened morning after morning to that 
angelic choir, the band at Homburg. Whether it 
still exists, or whether the desire for German unity 
has abolished German harmony, I do not know ; for it 
is ten years since I flourished at that questionable 
watering-place. I rose at six, because other people 
did ; and hated doing so. I drank the waters for no 
better reason, and hated them also. But how the 
band played, in those unreasonable, prejentacular 
hours — warbling forth from their absurd little tent 
the sweetest strains, and enjoying them to the full as 
much as their audience ! And it was music again at 
twelve, and music again at five ; and merrily the 
days of Thalaba went by. But, as I have men- 
tioned Homburg, if it stands where and as it did, 
let me give a word of warning to all. It has 
nothing to do with music, but something with sweet 
sounds. 

Opposite the Kursaal there is or was a semi- 
circular seat of stone, with a low parapet wall and a 
group of shrubs in the centre. Its diameter must be 
fifty feet, and when you sit at one end you cannot 



A DISCOURSE OF MUSIC. 243 

see any one who may be at the other. It was rather 
a favourite resort of affectionate couples in those 
days, because, although close to the road, it had 
a sort of seclusion of its own. But one day I 
made, in regard to it, a discovery which somewhat 
alarmed me. 

I was sitting in solitary state, nescio quid meditans 
— probably the vanity of human wishes and Homburg 
waters — when I heard a voice, close at my ear, say, 
*' Don't be silly, Charles." Now my name is Charles ; 
and thinking I was doing no mischief, I looked 
round and over the parapet for the airy whisperer, 
but in vain. It sounded as if the speaker was perched 
on my shoulder. Being convinced, however, that I was 
not the delinquent rebuked, I rose and walked round 
the shrubbery in the centre ; and there, to be sure, 
I saw a young man who might be Charles, and 
a ' young lady who might have been the airy 
whisperer. 

Of course I retreated, but next morning I took a 
friend down with me to the semicircular seat ; I sat 
down at one end and he at the other, entirely out of 
sight of each other, and then we whispered below our 
breath to the wall, and every syllable was distinctly 
heard at the opposite extremity. Friends, country- 
men, and, above all, lovers, it was a WHISPERING 

GALLERY. 
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Truth to tell, we are not a musical nation. The 
taste, as we have it, is an acquired taste for a foreign 
fruit. Yet I doubt greatly we are degenerate in that 
respect. What wonder that we do not understand 
music, who never learned it } How long shall it be 
that our youth shall go the round of Eton and Oxford, 
or Harrow and Cambridge, and learn nothing which 
will refine them socially } To have lessons in music 
at a public school, would be regarded as a degrada- 
tion. That great refiner of our homes, that purifier of 
domestic hours, that sweet inward solace which bursts 
out in song, is not even regarded as a fitting thing 
for a boy to learn. In this, as I have said, we are 
degenerate. Plainly in Shakespeare's time, part-sing- 
ing was an ordinary accomplishment, and prince and 
clown alike joined in the catch like "two gipsies on a 
horse." Sir Walter Scott, who always tried to pre- 
serve the characteristics of the period of which he 
writes, makes the king and the jester take up the 
parts of the roundelay, as they travel through the 
forest ; and Erasmus, in his Laus Stultitice, mentions 
the love of music as one of the characteristics of 
Englishmen in his time. I hope the next generation 
will be less provincial and boorish than the pre- 
sent. 

What is it that Shakespeare says about " it alone " 
being "high fantastical"? He is speaking of the 
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spirit of love, as he calls it ; but the phrase is far 
more applicable to the spirit of music. As to the 
spirit of love, I know nothing of it. It is a mere 
phantasy for one of my years. The thick-rushing 
fancies, the raging of the soul, the jealous follies of 
that hour won't come. The flutter of the heart, the 
senseless disturbance of the brain, the long, abstracted, 
delicious reveries are unknown to my gray hairs. 
They are stored away with my bats and marbles. 
An old man doubtless may fall in love; and when he 
does, it is with a fury, an intensity akin to and equal 
to despair. But it is then — unhappy he who is the 
victim — a passion with a force and tenacity which 
youth seldom knows. Far, far from me be that 
wretched little divinity or demon. I have lived and 
loved, and luckily need no repetition, like a contented 
and respectable head of a family as I am. But the 
spirit of music never dies, and might, were I to yield 
to it, torment my old age with flames not less agitat- 
ing than the other. Shakespeare, as usual, knew 
well what he wrote of, when he penned the lines I 
am thinking of. The strain that had a sound like 
the sweet south, suddenly sickened and died. It was 
not so sweet as it had been, and then he goes off" into 
a rhapsody about the spirit of love. But the reason 
is plain enough. The duke had just dined. He felt 
uncomfortable, had a twinge of gout, or of toothache. 
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That which he took for the spirit of love was nothing 
but a terrestial qualm ; and oh ! the agony of music 
when the body is ill at ease — z, low and vulgar sug- 
gestion, but too germane to the ills which flesh is 
heir to. 

But a mind ill at ease is worse. David must have 
touched his harp with the band of a master to have 
charmed the dark hour from Saul. But the king 
threw his javelin at him, after all. What wonder.' 
The trouble of his' mind had doubtless been goaded 
to frenzy by the very beauty and softness of the 
sounds. "I am never merry when I hear sweet 
music," in another passage said our dramatist No. 
He was softened, sentimental, and thought of his lost 
loves, wandered in dreams, his mother's smile, ah ! so 
long ago, his boyish cares and joys, the desolate spot 
where the home of his forefathers stood, and so he 
was not merry. But I am savage when I hear sweet 
music, when I have quarrelled with my wife, or when 
my shares have gone down, or when my crops look 
badly. The fantastical sprite will not answer, and 
Mozart and Beethoven conjure in vain. 

I speak of the domestic phase of music. No 
doubt, the lights of the world and demi-goddesses of 
fame inhabit a region far beyond my criticism. Yet 
the happiest hour I ever spent at the opera was 
during the second act of Faust, when the charming 
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Titiens was a substantial Marguerite, and I was fast 
asleep. Nor think that I heard not the music. I 
heard it every note, but so sublimated and com- 
mingled with my dreams as to produce the perfection 
of enjoyment. But I have heard Rubini, and Tam- 
burini, and Lablache ; I have seen Taglioni and 
Duvernay ; I have heard Malibran, and Pasta, and 
Grisi, when she was in the early dawn of her glorious 
power. I have heard Catalani sing " God save the 
King," and Braham sing " Sound an Alarm." But 
all I ever heard on the stage or off it, yields in my 
memory to the second night of Jenny Lind's first 
engagement in London. 

The Swedish nightingale had made her debut 
It was successful, as it was certain to be, but it was 
felt to have been imperfect. Her nervousness had 
been so great that although her marvellous power 
developed itself in spite of her trembling, all felt 
that she had not yet done justice to herself. It 
was still in doubt whether a rival to Grisi had 
appeared. 

So, having read the account in the Times of 
her first performance, I was resolved to attend the 
second ; and having, by a most unreasonable amount 
of expenditure — ^how much I hardly remember — 
obtained a stall ticket, I thither hied on the event 
ful night 
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The opera was Robert le Diable, When she 
appeared she was greeted with great heartiness, 
but not, as appeared to me, any great enthusiasm. 
There was a measured, critical cordiality in her 
reception which I thought struck chilly on her. 
But she was firm and brave, and though her voice 
quivered a little in the first verse of the opening 
air, she gave it with great sweetness and power 
— more so, I suspect, than on the former occa- 
sion, for it drew forth a hearty round of applause. 
This success, which, after all, was not excessive, 
seemed to fire her soul and banish all misgivings. I 
saw her eye sparkle, and her frame tremble, not with 
apprehension, but with resolute impatience. When 
the sound subsided she broke into the second verse 
with a burst of inspired power that carried herself 
and every one before it. Silent were the audience — 
silent as death, till the strain concluded. Men 
rose to their feet, and strained over the sides of 
the boxes and gallery to catch the bewitching and 
bewildering beauty of the fresh and unaccustomed 
tones. When the last notes ended there was one 
simultaneous long-drawn breath, and then such a 
concentric yell of cheering as, I believe, had never 
been heard within those walls before. If they had 
been cool at first, the audience passed at once to 
fever heat, and the great songstress went through the 
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rest of her performance as if it had been a triumphal 
procession. All present yielded to the magic of 
sympathy: and certainly no sounds I ever heard 
from human lips ever roused me to such a pitch 
of ecstasy as those which graced Jenny Lind's first 
triumph in England. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

A SUMMONS. 

T) EFORE our guests departed, Briggs the butler 
^-^ came up to me in a mysterious and confiden- 
tial manner, and put a note into my hand. It was, 
to my surprise, from Mrs Carrington, and contained 
only a few words, asking me to ride over in the 
morning, as an unpleasant incident had occurred, on 
which she wished for my advice. I went down-stairs, 
and saw the groom, who said that a photographer 
had been there the day before, and had frightened 
his mistress, who was far from well in consequence. 
I wrote to say I should certainly be at^ Bonthron 
next day ; and returned to the drawing-room much 
wondering what could be the matter. 

Our guests took their departure soon afterwards. 
Dagentree continued his attentions to the end, with 
a kind of reckless shyness ; and Sophia, who had 
shown herself a well-bred, sensible, unaffected girl, 
received his homage with simplicity, but certainly 
with pleasure. 
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" Good night, Mr Pemberton ; we have had a 
charming evening in the hermitage." 

"Shall I tell your fortune, Miss Wendover?" 
said I. 

** No. You are no conjurer. So, good night ; and 
do come and see us again before you go back to your 
sulky chambers.'* 

" If I possibly can, and vanquish the curate." 

They departed, and I, turning to Dagentree, said, 
in his own words, " Thank God, that is over." 

" Ah," he said, " one evening is not like a fort- 
night." 

" No, but one evening is the beginning of a fort- 
night, and something more, as I think this one is. 
But I am too much disturbed to sympathise in your 
access of levity." And I showed him Mrs Carring- 
ton's note. 

" I suppose you mean to go } " 

" Yes," I said ; " there is plainly no chance for me 
at Wendover." 

*' Good night," he said, with appalling gravity ; 
lighted his candle, and disappeared. 

After breakfast, next morning, I rode over to Bon- 
thron, as Mrs Carrington had asked me. I found, on 
my arrival, singular marks of disturbance on the part 
of the household. I was shown into a sombre sitting- 
room, the windows of which were almost wholly 
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obscured by the branches of a huge walnut-tree, and 
a considerable time elapsed before Mrs Carrington 
made her appearance. 

When she arrived she looked even handsomer than 
she had done on the previous evening, but care-worn 
and harassed. She greeted me very pleasantly, and 
began at once on the subject on which she had sent 
for me. 

" It is not easy for me to explain, Mr Pemberton, 
why I have asked for your help, rather than for that 
of a more experienced and older man." 

I expressed my great satisfaction that it should be 
so. Not indeed without reason. Such a client might 
be the making of my fortune. She, womanlike, took 
it otherwise. 

" Don't make fine speeches to me, or I shall think 
I am mistaken in you. But your conversation the 
other night made me hope you would be discreet and 
friendly ; and I appeal to you, I tell you frankly, 
because I cannot help it." 

I bowed, corrected, and waited. ** To tell you the 
truth, Mr Pemberton, we are here in greater trouble 
than when I wrote to you last night. Our house has 
been broken into, and my title-deeds have been ran- 
sacked and tampered with. How much has been 
carried off I don't yet know. But the story is very 
inexplicable. The worst of it all is, that there is the 
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strongest reason to suspect that old Briggs, the butler 
at Dagentree, had something to do with it." 

" Briggs ! I cannot think that possible." 

" Well, it does not sound probable, certainly. But 
still it seems he was seen to run across the hall, and 
clamber out by the window." 

** Running and clambering are not exactly what I 
should have suspected Briggs of doing," I suggested. 

" I do not know him. But my footman was startled 
about three in the morning by hearing a step in the 
room above him. He got up, and .on opening the 
door which opens to the corridor, he saw a light from 
a room at the other end. The door creaked, and the 
light was instantly extinguished ; but the footman, 
hurrying to the place, distinctly saw, in the moon- 
light, a figure, which he declares was that of Briggs, 
running across the hall. He knows him well, and is 
sure it was he. He instantly gave the alarm, and 
ran down-stairs in hopes of intercepting him, but he 
had disappeared." 

" But was there not something about the photo- 
grapher in the morning ? " 

" Yes. That is really the part of the matter about 
which I wished to speak with you. You remember 
the conversation we had on the subject of your photo- 
graphic friend. Well, he came up here yesterday, 
and, to my extreme , agitation and astonishment, I 
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recognised in his features a person I had known 
before, and under very unpleasant circumstances. 
He was not disguised. I think he meant me to 
recognise him, and he probably had come for the 
purpose." 

Her voice faltered a little ; and some strange misty 
suspicions began to creep over me, for I had seen 
this man in more than one singular aspect- in the 
course of this eventful week, and in every instance 
under circumstances rather unusual. 

" It is very painful, Mr Pemberton/* she said ; " but 
I am a woman, and alone, with a secret which poisons 
my life, and threatens my boy. I must have some 
one to tell it to ; because only so can I escape from 
it, and you, I believe, will at least be trustworthy. 
You know, I suppose, that my husband is dead. 
Carrington, however, was not my married name. My 
husband's name was Trench, and he died more than 
two years ago in America." 

I sat like one stupefied ; for this was the name of 
the fair vision at Amiens, and this was the name I 
had seen on the letter which the artist showed me. 

*' A very strange coincidence ! " I muttered, half- 
unconsciously. 

" What is the coincidence, Mr Pemberton ? Your 
looks agitate me/* 

" I beg pardon. But I lately heard the name in 
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connection with a very sad story, of which my friend 
Dagentree knew something. I did not mean to 
interrupt you." 

" Tell me, is there any gossip in the neighbourhood 
about me } '* she said, excitedly. 

" None whatever, as far as I know, Mrs Carrington. 
My friend's tale was four years old, and related to 
an adventure which befell him at Amiens, which had 
a very tragical end. He told me the incident three 
days ago. But the only persons concerned perished 
at sea.*' 

" Was it about the wife of an engineer, and a Httle 
boy, who travelled from Amiens to London ? " 

I simply stared at her ; too much confounded to 
speak. 

" If so, I was the unhappy subject of it. But how 
could Mr Dagentree know anything of that incident?'* 

" Mrs Carrington, Dagentree was the man who 
hired the special train for you, and took care of your 
boy." 

She gasped for breath. " Mr Pemberton, I never 
knew that kind man's name. Either I never heard 
it, or, in my agitation and misery, had forgotten it ; 
but for four weary years I have remembered him in 
my prayers night and day." 

" It is, as you say, a strange coincidence," she con- 
tinued ; " but if he told you my history, as I told it to 
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him, I am relieved of speaking of much that is pain- 
ful to me. The rest of what I had to say may be 
shortly told. 

" I need not dwell on my escape from the ship- 
wreck. We struck on a reef on the south-west coast 
of Ireland ; but I was destined to find help and a 
friend even in that dreadful scene. A bright-eyed 
college lad, not more than nineteen, sacrificed his 
young life to save mine. He lashed me and my 
poor little boy to a hen-coop, to give us a chance of 
escape, just before the ship went down. He could 
have saved himself, if he would have deserted us ; 
and the last thing of which I am conscious is the 
sensation of being in the water, and seeing his stead- 
fast brave eyes fixed on us from over the dark hull's 
side, as the vessel gave a lurch and disappeared. I 
shudder to think of it ; and all the rest is confusion. 
A boat, it seems, manned by some Irish fishermen, 
picked us up ; how long afterwards I have no idea, 
for I was insensible then, and for many hours. When 
I recovered, I found myself in an Irish farm-house, 
with a kindly face bending over me ; and with the 
worthy couple who had taken me and my boy in, I 
resided for many months. I was utterly penniless. 
Although I wrote to Liverpool, I heard nothing in 
reply ; and my host and hostess would not hear of 
my leaving them. Little Harry somehow had got 
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round the woman's heart, for she had lost her only 
boy ; and she would fain have had us stay even after 
I had the means to reward them and depart 

" At last a letter and a remittance from the Liver- 
pool agent reached me. From some confusion at the 
post-office, my letters had miscarried ; and when I did 
hear, it was more than four months since I and my 
boy had been reported to have been lost. The agent 
sent me money to pay my journey to Dublin, and 
came over to meet me there. ^ 

" As I expected to find, the news of my supposed 
death had been forwarded to my husband ; but no 
answer had been received from him. I therefore re- 
solved to go in search of him ; and undeterred by the 
terrors of the former voyage, I again set sail for 
America, assuring my friendly Liverpool agent that 
unless I found my husband, I should apply to my 
own relatives to reimburse him for the money he 
advanced. 

" I arrived safely in New York, but found that my 
husband had left it some months before. I need not 
detain you now with the story of my wanderings in 
search of him. They would have been romantic had 
they not been unutterably sad. I was obliged to leave 
Harry at New York, and after travelling for many 
weeks I at last found the object of my search in the 
wilds of Minnesota, and found him on his death-bed." 
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Here Mrs Carrington gave way altogether, and 
burst into a convulsion of tears. 

" I do not know," she resumed, "whether his death 
was hastened by my arrival or not. I rather fear it 
was. Some day or other I will tell you the story at 
full. But the sad, sad death-bed, the weary, hope- 
less watch, and the final misery, were not all I had 
to suffer. I found out then the real cause of our dis- 
tresses. Henry had been married before, and had 
reasbn to fear his wife was still alive. 

** In the disjointed and painful words which alone 
tie was able to speak I gleaned these facts. He had 
been employed, three years before we met, on some 
works in the Southern States of America, and had 
there fallen in love with and married a Creole girl of 
great beauty. She proved to be worthless, and left 
him ; and as he had the best ground to believe, died 
within a year of their marriage. This girl had a 
brother, a dissipated fellow, who truly or untruly, as 
I believe, gave my Henry the information, while he 
was at Amiens, that his first wife, as I must call her, 
was alive. Of course, his object was to extort money; 
and he came to France for that purpose, Henry did 
not believe him, and at last started off to America to 
verify the truth of the tale. It proved to be so far 
true, that a woman of the same appearance, resem- 
bling his first wife, and calling herself by his namq. 
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had been seen at various places. He had spent neariy 
a year in trying to confront her ; but had failed, 
owing, no doubt, to the resolution taken that they 
should not meet. And he died with this dreadful 
doubt at his heart. 

"My poor Henry was buried; and I returned, 
utterly stunned and bewildered with accumulated 
sorrows, to New York. I found my husband had 
placed some funds in the hands of his agent there, as 
well as a will, leaving to me, both in my married and 
maiden name, all that he possessed. I remained in 
New York until Mr Rendelson found me there, and 
announced my accession to Bonthron. But before I 
departed, I was one morning startled by an unwel- 
come visitor, the ill-conditioned brother I have men- 
tioned. He threatened and bullied about his sister, 
told me she was still alive, and demanded money for 
his silence. I referred him to Mr Rendelson, but 
have had annoying letters from him, from time to 
time, until he appeared yesterday. He is the photo- 
grapher. Yesterday he said nothing, but I am con- 
vinced he means to do more mischief," 

I was utterly overwhelmed with this startling com- 
munication. To think of Dagentree's lost love rising 
out of the waves in this way, and under such circum- 
stances, was exciting enough. To see a long and 
intricate lawsuit in prospect, Mrs Carrington the 
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client, and Mr Pemberton her counsel^ was a very 
cheering event. But — ^the bitter in the cup. What 
of that ride by midnight, and Dagentree's claim on 
that widowed heart ? Alas, poor Sophia ! 

These were the thoughts which rushed through my 
mind, as she told me her eventful tale. When she 
finished, with much real feeling in my heart and in 
my voice, I inquired what Mr Rendelson thought of 
the matter. 

She coloured and looked embarrassed. '* It is need- 
less," she said, '* to have half confidences. Mr Ren- 
delson thought the owner of Bonthron might perhaps 
share it with him. I declined, for although I rather 
liked the man, I hardly trusted him. He has taken it 
mortally amiss, and although we are still ostensibly 
friends, I know he hates me, and he is a man who, 
when he hates, will injure. Now, what do you 
advise } " 

" I can hardly say; your statement is so completely 
unexpected, and so strange. Remarkable as it may 
appear, I believe I am in possession of one or two 
facts which may turn out to be important to you. 
Of one thing I am quite clear. You must have the 
whole affair probed to the bottom. Painful as it may 
be, the truth or falsehood of that tale must be ascer- 
tained." 

** I agree with you. You may easily understand 
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my natural shrinking from such an investigation. 
But I am now quite prepared for it. For myself, 
whatever the truth, I have steeled myself to bear it. 
I am aided in this, perhaps, by a strong conviction 
that the tale was false from the first. Will you 
undertake to help me ? " 

I was on the point of accepting this charge with an 
effusion somewhat too warm for a lawyer. I was 
restrained by a memory, not of my wig and gown, 
but of that detestable special train. Still I professed 
myself ready to undertake that service ; and, I am 
afraid I said, any other which she thought fit to 
impose. 

** But what is to be said about the burglary, Mrs 
Carrington ? Who could have a motive for that ? " 

" I own I am puzzled to imagine. Besides, the 
evidence to Briggs having been the perpetrator, or 
connected with the act, seems conclusive, I am sorry 
to say." 

I thought otherwise, for reasons of my own. 

" I suppose the police have been here ? " 

" Yes — but of course I have said nothing to them 
about that man. I told them about Briggs ; and I 
suppose he is in custody by this time." 

" Then I fear I must hurry back. But I accept 
your commission gratefully, and all that energy and 
sympathy can do, shall be done." 
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** I feel sure of that," she said. And there was a 
little tremor in her voice, and a little pressure from 
her hand, that drove the special train out of my head, 
for a moment. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

WINDING UP, 

AS I rode home, my brain was in a whirl with the 
events of the morning. Mrs Carrington's 
identity with the disconsolate myth of Amiens I 
could not get over, and her escape from the ship- 
wreck was almost too startling to be credible. Nor 
let me be accused of unfeeling levity. It is true I 
did not mourn over the departed Trench ; and 
although I was sorry that Mrs Carrington did not 
know whether she had been married or not, I rejoiced 
that it had been reserved for Eustace Pemberton to 
solve that great mystery. So, for a little while the 
husband, the widow, the shipwreck, the Yankee, and 
Briggs, danced a confused measure through my 
thoughts, until my horse, by knuckling over a loose 
stone and nearly falling, recalled my scattered 
senses. 

I came to the conclusion that there was a deep 
plot, in the hands of experienced agents. Reflecting 
over the disjointed incidents of the week, I felt sure 



2^4 A VISIT TO MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN. 

that the photographer had been in the neighbourhood 
for no good purpose. That Briggs had an3rthing to 
do with the burglary I did not imagine for a moment, 
although at first I was puzzled and perplexed by 
the positive statements of the Bonthron servants. 
Before, however, I had ridden a couple of miles, I had 
formed a tolerably connected theory on the subject 
and had resolved on the line of action I should 
adopt. 

As to Mrs Carrington's story, I was compelled ta 
admit to myself that it might be true — ^as likely, per- 
haps, to be true as to be false — that Trench's first 
wife was alive, or had been so at the date of the 
second marriage. If so, it was a sad fate for her and 
her boy. But then, if Eustace Pemberton proved the 
falsehood of the tale — ? 

. I was framing a very glowing result, when, jogging* 
round a corner, came a hired fly, with a constable on 
the box beside the driver, and another inside, along 
with the unlucky burglar, Briggs. Loud did the 
culprit shout to hue, and the fly stopped. 

Certainly; if extreme agitation could be held a 
proof of guilt, Briggs was undeniably guilty. He 
was white, vociferous, and terrified ; and could hardly 
articulate, from fright. 

" Lord, save us, sir ! Lord, have mercy upon us ! 
Mr Pemberton — oh, sir, save me ! I be innocent as a 
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babe, sir ! I was in bed, sir, the whole night. Don't 
let them hang an innocent butler." 

Such and such like were Briggs's adjurations. I 
tried to compose him ; assured him I should see him 
in the evening ; and gave him strong advice not to 
say a single word in answer to any question. I did 
this, not only because it is always best for a guilty 
man to be silent, but because even an innocent man 
has often suffered from ill-timed loquacity ; and I 
relied firmly on Briggs, guilty or innocent, telling a 
dozen lies in as many minutes, out of pure trepidation. 

" Don't be afraid, Briggs," said I. " Stand up to 
them like a man, and say you are innocent, if you are 
innocent But don't say a word more till I come to 
help you. Hold your tongue, and hear all the others 
have to say." 

" Thank 'ee, sir," said Briggs, with doleful humility. 
"But who would have thought on their taking an 
innocent butler? That's the hardest part on't — an 
innocent butler." 

I renewed my injunctions as to silence, notwith- 
standing that the scowling constable muttered, 
*' Silence be blowed ; let the cove patter, an' he will. 
It 's a ten years* job, anyhow," — and after promising 
to see Briggs righted, rode on my way. 

It was plain that my visit to my discontented 
cousin, which began so tranquilly, must come to a 
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rapid termination in the thunder and lightning of this 
melodrama in which it had involved me. In the 
view which I took of the situation, instant and rapid 
action was necessary. I therefore resolved, after 
making some inquiries at Dagentree, to go off to 
London, engage a solicitor, and return next morning 
to attend the examination of Briggs. But what of 
Dagentree? How would he receive the budget of 
wonders I had in store for him ? I was not per- 
mitted, even to him, to disclose the widow's per- 
plexities. But I could not avoid telling him who she 
was. And then, was she not his only love ? Can a 
man travel in a special train with a fascinating widow, 
and forget, and hope to be forgiven ? No doubt 
there was Sophia, but he had only just made her 
acquaintance. But so had I that of the widow, and 
was I not vowing to lay myself, my heart, my won- 
derful intellect, my golden professional prospects, my 
all, at her little feet ? No. I would not stand in his 
way. I would go off to London this very night, 
which, as I could not avoid doing it at any rate, I 
forthwith magnanimously resolved to do. 

When I arrived at Dagentree, bereft of Briggs, I 
found my sneering cynic in a state of good hearty 
rage. The arrest of his butler on such a charge was 
an outrage. Was it for this that he had lived in his 
harmless retirement } To have his name handed 
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about in police courts, and his old honest servant 
made a standing joke and reproach, was insufferable. 
He was pacing up and down on one of the terraces, 
only awaiting my arrival to go off and see the fate of 
the injured and heart-broken butler. 

He was very indignant with me because I insisted 
on knowing what evidence there was of his having 
been in the house the night before. Unfortunately 
there was none. Briggs would admit "no brother 
near the throne." His dormitory was close to an 
outer door, and he could go in and out without any 
one knowing, for no one slept in the vicinity. Indeed 
the testimony of the other servants was against him 
in that particular, for he certainly had been out early 
that morning, and his dusty boots were in his room. 

There was the great photograph, which he had 
only received the day before, hanging over the 
chimney-piece. I looked at the portrait, and thought 
of the emptiness of human greatness. There he was, 
haughty and imperious, and now, he had dwindled 
down to a querulous and terrified mortal, as Caesar 
had when he asked Titinius for some drink. I gazed, 
I moralised, and I examined. 

" Do leave that stupid thing, Pemberton, and come 
and consult with me as to what is to be done/' 

" In a minute. Will you tell the footman to come 
here?" 
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" What good can he do ? " 

" Ask him to come, please." 

So the second in command came, wondering 
whether he, too, had been guilty of unconscious 
burglary. 

" Are these Mr Briggs's boots ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" When did he wear them last ? " 

*' This morning, sir. I saw him take them off 
about six.'* 

" What other boots or shoes has he ? " 

" I can show you, sir.** And straightway he led me 
to a recess where Brig^ kept his wardrobe. I saw, 
and was satisfied after two or three more questions. 
Thereafter I joined Dagentree on the terrace. 

" Now, Pemberton," he said, " don*t look so like 
an Old Bailey lawyer, and do assume the amount of 
reason you have been furnished with. What is this 
affair about Briggs, and what right has that woman 
at Bonthron to make accusations against my house- 
hold ? And why do you stand sniggering there, as 
if you were in the plot ? ** 

"I think Briggs's affair is very serious,** I said, 
" for the servant at Bonthron swears he saw him : 
and the gamekeeper entirely corroborates him.** 

*' Pooh ! they could not see the man when he was 
not there.** 
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" But that is the real question. Was he there ? " 

" There you go, like a lawyer again, putting ques- 
tions; Can't you take a practical view of it ? " 

" I fear the practical view is the lawyer's view. If 
Briggs comes to be hanged, as he fully expects, that 
would be both a lawyer's view and a practical view." 

" Do be rational ! What did the woman say against 
Briggs ? '' 

" I shall make you speak with more respect of the 
woman before long." 

" Of course, you are her champion, and with your 
head muddled with vanity, have no thoughts to throw 
away on poor Briggs and myself." 

" Well, since you treat me thus, it is fortunate that 
I must leave you to-night." 

'* To-night ! " he exclaimed. " You cannot be 
serious, Pemberton, when we are all in such distress." 

" I am quite serious. I have made my arrange- 
ments to go by the six o'clock train." 

" Well, as you please. I could not have believed 
it possible ; but your departure shall be aided, as far 
as I can assist you." 

He seemed so much hurt that I dropped my 
bantering and my pretended sulks, and said to him 
kindly — 

" I must go, my dear fellow, to see about Briggs's 
afifairs. I shall be back to-morrow. But I have 
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something serious to tell you about that woman, as 
you choose to call her." 

"I am in no humour for confidences. For the 
present I can only think of my own affairs, and as 
you seem so full of your own, I shall go off to Wen- 
dover." 

" As you please. Don't let me detain you," said I, 
resolved to keep up the mystery a little longer, 
knowing that all would come right in the end. " But 
if you are going now, I wish you would take a note 
from me to the chief constable, which may be of use 
to poor Briggs. I shall go off to London at once, 
and come down to-morrow morning for the examina- 
tion. I hope you will be in a better humour by that 
time. Wendover air may agree with you." 

Dagentree tried to look annoyed, but I saw a 
furtive wreath of satisfaction round his mouth. What 
my note to the chief constable contained, what I did 
in London, and the result of my consultations there, 
need not be set down here. Suffice it to say, that 
ten o'clock next day found me at the county town, 
where, before a full bench of magistrates, Briggs's 
fate was to be decided. 

Pale and tremulous, the culprit was brought into 
court ; when he glanced at me he seemed reassured, 
and leaning over the dock, he said, " Didn't tell them 
nothing, sir," in a very audible stage whisper. 



WINDING UP, 271 

I almost laughed at the poor fellow's simplicity ; 
but one or two of the magistrates who overheard the 
words, looked suspiciously at the prisoner and his 
counsel. Rendelson, who was on the bench, whispered 
something to his brother magistrates, which seemed 
to reassure them ; but which sounded to me like 
" very young." 

The inquiry of course commenced by the proof 
of the burglary. The footman was examined, and 
gave evidence to the effect I have already men- 
tioned. He knew Briggs quite well, and had not 
the slightest doubt it was he whom he had 
seen. 

I asked him, " How was he dressed } " 

" In his usual suit of black. He had shoes, and 
white cotton stockings." 

** You are sure of the stockings and shoes ? " I 
asked, with the Westminster Hall sneer. 

Thomas took me seriously, and answered — 

"Yes, sir; quite sure. Saw them plainly as he 
got out of window." 

The magistrates looked at each other, and smiled, 
as though the lawyer had the worst of it. And I 
looked discomfited. 

The gamekeeper was the next witness, and spoke 
to having seen Briggs run across the lawn. He de- 
scribed him exactly in the same way. He saw him 
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distinctly in the moonlight, and gave chase, but lost 
him among the bushes. 

** You know Mr Briggs well ? " 

"Very well indeed, sir. We was great friends." 

" Was he a well-behaved man ? " 

"A very proper-spoken man, as always knowed 
his place, and never suffered chaff." 

" Did you ever know him get out by a window ? '' 

" Can't say I ever did,** said he, with a smile. 

** Did you ever know him run in your life i " 

" No, sir. To tell ye the truth, sir, when I seed 
him on the lawn, going like a maukin, I could not 
believe my eyes. But he is the man." 

Then Mrs Carrington was called, and a great sensa- 
tion was created in the audience. 

She was dressed simply but becomingly in her 
widow's weeds; and as she stepped forward, cast a 
glance round her, and at last encountered the eyes 
of Dagentree, who was sitting behind the magistrates, 
but who gazed at her without the least sign of recog- 
nition. She smiled and looked gratified at seeing 
him, but betrayed no emotion, and turning round, 
gave me a very gracious nod. 

All she had to say was that her title-deeds had 
been ransacked. She could not say what she had 
lost, but some certainly had been taken, 

I asked her no questions. 
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The last witness was a man who spoke to meeting 
a man and a woman about four in the morning on 
the road between Bonthron and Dagentree, the man's 
dress corresponding to that described by the other 
witnesses. He spoke also specially to the shoes and 
stockings, and to his wonder at seeing a man so 
dressed at that time in the morning. 

Here the case closed : and the presiding magis- 
trate, addressing me, said, — 

" The case is quite clear, Mr Pemberton. It must 
go to the assizes." 

" I think not, Mr Wendover. I have a witness or 
two who will put a different complexion on this affair." 

I called Nicholas Stout, a worthy cobbler in a vil- 
lage close to Dagentree. 

** Have you a pair of shoes in yourpocket, Nicholas ?" 

" Ees, sir," said he ; and he pulled out a pair. 

" Whose shoes are these ? " 

" They be Muster Briggs\s shoes.'' 

•' When did you get them ? '' 

" I gits them o' Thursday mornin', sir, fro' Muster 
Jenkins, that's him as is the footman." 

" What hour on Thursday ? " 

" Gone eight, a bit." 

" What was to be done to them ? " 

'' There was them two holes to be stitched," point- 
ing out two tears close to the shoe-strings, 

s 
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" You have had them ever since ? " 

'*Ees, sir. Muster Briggs, he wanted them done 
afore Sunday come round, for he had not no others." 

The footman at Dagentree, Jenkins, proved that 
Briggs had given him the shoes to take to the cob- 
bler on Thursday morning ; and that he wore boots 
all that day and Friday. He had no other pair of 
shoes. 

" This is but a small affair about the shoes, Mr 
Pemberton. Is it worth your while to pursue it } " 

** One question more. Have you brought a photo- 
graph with you } " 

'' I have." 

*' When was that taken ? " 

** On Wednesday afternoon." 

" By whom } " 

'' By a Yankee artist chap." 

" Should you know him again ? " 

*' I should, sir." 

** Bring in that man." 

The constable brought in a man who proved to be 
my mysterious friend. 

" That is the man > " 

"That's him, sir." 

" That closes my evidence for the present. If the 
bench will look at that photograph, they will, I think, 
obtain a clue to this case. The burglar, whoever he 
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was, was dressed after it to represent the prisoner, 
and the ingenuity of the device has betrayed itself 
and its perpetrator. Briggs could not have had shoes 
and white stockings on on Friday morning, because 
his shoes were in the possession of the cobbler. If the 
bench examine that photograph through a magnifier, 
they will see on the shoes the very rents which the 
cobbler had to mend." 

I had a magnifier at hand, and of course all the 
magistrates had a peep through it. There was no 
denying it : the rents were there. 

" I have, however, to apply for a warrant against 
Silas Sainscroft, by whom the photograph was taken, 
for committing this burglary, personating Briggs, and 
purloining certain title-deeds from Mrs Carrington." 

For reasons sufficient to me, I had my eye on 
Rendelson throughout the .whole of this scene. From 
the time when Sainscroft was introduced, he had been 
very uneasy ; and when I made this proposal he re- 
strained himself from breaking out by a great efTort. 
But he said quietly, " Rather rash, I think, Mr Pem- 
berton. The theory is ingenious, but an alibi resting 
on a photograph and a microscope is not much to be 
relied on." 

He said this with his usual sneer, and the bench 
smiled in unison. 

** I beg pardon, Mr Rendelson, my charge against 
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Sainscroft rests on very sufficient testimony. Mean- 
while I make it ; and if the bench, on the information 
I can give them in private, will grant the warrant, I 
shall undertake by Monday to establish it." 

" What evidence have you, pray ? " 

** My own ; but I am unwilling, for many reasons, 
to give it." 

" What may your reasons be ? " 

*' Because I might implicate others," I said, signifi- 
cantly. " Let this stand till Monday, and the case 
shall be made clear." 

" Well," said Rendelson, changing his tone, " your 
notion does you credit I think we may admit 
Briggs to bail, and send the case to the assizes ; and 
remand Sainscroft in the meantime until Monday." 

I understood this turn of affairs ; and the bench, 
who did not understand it, at once acquiesced in the 
suggestion of their oracle. Dagentree, of course, be- 
came bail for Briggs ; and the liberated butler, after 
one groan of relief, instantly reassumed the over- 
bearing carriage he had laid aside in his adversity. 

" Low cattle, them painting chaps," he said. 

" Why, Briggs," said I, " I thought you were very 
proud of your picture." 

He disdained to reply. 

Scarcely had Briggs been dismissed when Dagen- 
tree came down from the bench. 
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" I forgive you, Pemberton, and you must forgive 
me. You are certainly the best of fellows, and I do 
believe you have an atom of sense. It was hardly 
fair to keep me in the dark, and allow me to exhibit 
myself in the part of an exasperated tiger. But 
who on earth is Mrs Carrington } " 

** The woman at Bonthron/' said I. 

" She is so like my fellow-traveller from Amiens, 
that if the sea could give up its dead, I could have 
sworn it was she." 

" She must tell you herself" So I led him up to 
where Mrs Carrington was sitting. 

She rose, and took him by both hands, and looked 
up kindly into his eyes. 

" I am glad we meet again, Mr Dagentree; though 
many painful years have passed since we parted. 
This is no place for explanations, but I have long 
wished to let you know how gratefully I remember 
your kindness. Had I known your name, I should 
not have waited until now. Will you come back 
with me to Bonthron, with Mr Pemberton, and dine 
there t " 

She was simple, earnest, and very warm in her 
manner, but without a tinge of consciousness or sen- 
timent. Dagentree, meanwhile, presented an aspect 
of bewilderment, hesitation, and pleasure, mingled 
with embarrassment, which was amusing, and not 
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displeasing to me. He bowed and smiled very gra- 
ciously to the invitation ; thanked her for recollecting 
any little service he might have been able to render — 
but — and then he stammered, and at last owned that 
he was sorry that he was engaged to dine at Wen- 
dover, and Here the sentence died away in in- 
articulate sound. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

STILL WINDING UP, 

I DINED with Mrs Carrington at Bonthron, but 
as one or two strangers were there, had no 
further conversation with her worth recording, and 
returned home late. I was very proud of having 
restored the innocent and injured Briggs to his 
throne. He had not, I grieve to say, shown in this 
crisis of his fortunes that inbred philosophy which, we 
are told, is 

" Gall and wormwood to an enemy ; " 

but he fully sustained the character of a restored 
monarch, in having learned and forgotten nothing. 
Indeed, it was remarked, that, from this time forward, 
his dignity was more unapproachable, and his autho- 
rity more supreme than ever. 

I was roused next morning by a loud and imperious 
knocking at my door. I was in that charming state 
of guilty slumber which overtakes the wretch who 
refuses to get up when he is called. Why it should be 
so much more pleasant to sleep when one ought to be 
awake, than at orthodox times and seasons, it were 
hard to say. I do not, of course, sleep in church ; 
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but there have been times when I would have paid a 
considerable ransom to do so. I suppose the charm 
lies in the incongruity and unfitness of the thing. 
The reason the undergraduate vows that he won't go 
home till morning, is that he ought to go home before 
morning. If he were prohibited from going home 
till daylight does appear, the spell would be entirely 
destroyed, and he would feel like a victim instead 
of a hero. Whatever the cause, I was in the most 
luxurious state of placid and intense happiness when 
that autocratic summons startled me. My windows 
were wide open. The fresh breeze fanned my face, 
bringing with it all the fragrance of the flowers out- 
side. My dreams were the colour of the roses which 
nodded at the casement, and 

*• Thrice ere he woke me I dreamed it again." 

" Master be a-waiting, sir. Past ten o'clock. 
Breakfast as cold as a stone." 

" What, Briggs } I am ashamed of myself. I shall 
be down presently. But I am glad to see you looking 
so well. I hope yesterday's work did not disagree 
with you } " 

" Rum start that, sir. But Lord, how clean you 
bowled them — right through their stumps the first 
ball. I never seed nothin* like it, sir. To think o' 
them takin' in an innocent butler. Did you hear, 
sir, o' the painting chap } " 
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'* No, Briggs ; what of him ? " 

" Of5r, as clean as a whistle, and the bobbies as 
mad as hatters. They can't hear on him nowhere ; 
and Mr Rendelson, they do say, is raging about it." 

'* Perhaps not so very furious, either," thought I, 
greatly annoyed. '* How did he escape }'* 

"None on them can tell, sir. The bobbies, you 
know, sir, are very decent fellows, though they were 
a frifle rude yesterday. But when a bobby is told 
that a butler is a thief, it's along o' his duty, 
and all that. It 's a bad life, sir, is a bobby's. It 
destroys the finer feelings, to be always a-suspecting 
of his neighbours. But there is nothing like a drop 
of sound ale to bring their hearts back to the right 
places; and the bobbies and I were the best of friends 
when we parted." 

" But the painting chap } — what of him i " 

"Well, you see, sir, I don't want to get the 
bobbies into a mess, and you won't peach } " 

" I do not know that, Briggs. I must be told how 
it happened." 

" Not by me, sir," answered Briggs, stoutly. " The 
men are bobbies ; but for all that, I would not harm 
them. They have few friends." 

This compassionate view of the condition of the 
police force had never occurred to me before ; but 
there was some reason in it ; and so I promised the 
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innocent butler to make no injurious use of his 
information. 

" Well, sir, after we went away from court, I was 
a- walking down the street, and I comes up to the 
two bobbies, and that painting chap between them. 
I thought to see him melancholy like, as a man 
should be in such company ; but blowed, if he was 
not spinning a yarn as jolly as a donkey on Sunday, 
and the bobbies laughing like to split. It was on- 
decent, said I to the bobbies, for I would not demean 
myself to address him. 

" 'Your servant Mr Briggs,* said one of the bobbies. 
' Hope you don't bear malice ;' for I was looking 
a kind of stern. * We were sorry for you ; but it was 
m the way of duty.* 

** * And I am sorry for you,' said I ; ' but if a pot of 
beer will make it up, I '11 stand it.' 

" * No objection whatsomever,' says he; and then he 
turns to his pal, and says he ; * Wot shall we do with 
this varmint 1 ' a whispering behind his back, for he 
was handcuffed to one of them. 

<* ' Never mind me, old coons,' says he, quite cheer- 
ful like ; ' I '11 sit and see you drink it as mum as 
snakes. Hope it may be as good as what you gave 
me, Briggs," says his sauciness ; and he winked at me, 
like a low fellow as he was. 

" Well, we goes into the public, and I stood them 
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a pot of beer. We did not stay long ; but we got a- 
talking ; and at last, when we thought o' going, and 
looked for the painter chap, he had mizzled." 

" What did he do ? " said I, for I did not catch 
the expression. 

"Mizzled, sir," he repeated mysteriously, "Mizzled !" 

" *But how did he mizzle, as you call it, out of his 
handcuffs ? " 

** That's what beats me, sir." 

" What do you mean, Briggs." 

" As I was saying, that 's what beats me — the very 
thing I said to the bobbies." With that Briggs winked 
in his turn, and shut the door. 

I was greatly provoked with this incident, and 
descended to breakfast with my dreams rudely dis- 
turbed. I found Dagentree in great spirits, and he 
rallied me unmercifully on my laziness — evidently to 
keep off more delicate ground. 

" Upon my word, Pemberton, you managed that 
affair very cleverly. But why can a lawyer never do 
anything like other people ? Why did you keep up 
all that mystery about " 

" That woman at Bonthron } As you know, I had no 
right to gossip about her ; and, besides, I might have 
other reasons. But I would not have missed your 
face in court when the widow appeared for a term's 
fees." 
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" A lordly gage, in truth ! But I was, as you may 
suppose, greatly astonished, although the fair vision 
which I confessed to you the other night seems to 
have departed on the wings of time ! " 

'* ' One foot on sea and one on shore, 
To one thing constant never ! ' 

So it was but a scratch, after all ; and that invulner- 
able heart is as sound and as hard as ever." 

Dagentree coloured : but merely said "Who knows ? 
What strange things likings and dislikings, loves and 
hatreds, are. There was some truth in the Rosicru- 
cian theory. I think we are managed by some 
malicious spirits, who weave webs of folly in our brain, 
or our heart, and then break them in pure wantonness, 
just when we think they are going to catch some- 
thing — some gaudy fly, or painted butterfly. But if 
all the world were constant, how dull it would be ! 
If every girl of fifteen, or every boy of eighteen, 
were to insist in being constant to their first love, 
misery ! what intolerable bores they would become ? 
Not that they don't do pretty well as it is in that 
direction," 

** Doubtless there is a fate which watches over such 

matters. There is no natural selection in it, or any 

rule of progression. The fittest are not the survivors 

in any Darwinian sense. You see your good, strong, 

healthy love, with everything suitable, go out like 
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a rushlight, while a wretched, puling, impossible 
thing, that never could, should, or would be, burns 
like a furnace to the hopeless end. — Had you a 
pleasant evening at Wendover?" 

"I was very happy, Pemberton," said my friend, 
consciously. 

" I am very glad," said I ; and I grasped his hand 
warmly. Like true Englishmen we spoke not a word 
of congratulation ; we shook hands — that was all — but 
like Lord Burleigh's shake of his head, there was a 
world of meaning it. Was there not lurking in my 
heart a conscious pleasure in the removal of a rival ? 
Well ; I think not. I think if it had been the widow, 
my grasp would have been still firmer, and not less 
sincere: but as Dagentree innocently said, I was 
very happy. 

Dagentree had been so absorbed in this new- 
found Wendover romance, that I doubt if he had at 
all realised the extent of my admiration for his 
ancient love. When a man like my hermit really 
takes to making open love, it engrosses his whole 
thoughts. The sensation is so new, that as he thinks 
of nothing else himself, he believes all the world to 
be equally absorbed, not from egotism, but simply 
from complete demoniacal possession. So, for the 
present, the only question in his brain requiring 
solution was not what I felt for Mrs Carrington, but 



286 A VISIT TO MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN. 

what he felt: and having solved that entirely to his own 
satisfaction, the thought of her troubled him no more. 

" Dagentree, my furlough has expired, and this is 
my last day. I have crowded enough into my visit 
to fill a three volume novel : but now, I must ' back 
to busy life again/ " 

" No doubt your existence in Pump Court fully 
merits your description of it. But I know your ob- 
stinacy of old ; and as you must go, it is in vain for 
me to ask you to stay, or to say how happy I have 
been with you, or how sorry to lose you. So we 
must try to spend our day pleasantly. I think we 
may ride up to Dashwood to lunch, and then we may 
send our horses back and wander through his Grace 
of Glamorganshire's woods, which you have not seen, 
and are worth seeing/ 

** I think I must see Rendelson about the escape of 
this scoundrel first." 

*' I don't think you need take that trouble, Pember- 
ton. I have seen Rendelson to-day, while you were 
roosting; and everything possible has been done. 
Besides, I do not think you stand high in that gentle- 
man's favour, and I doubt if he is anxious to take 
you into counsel." 

" He probably has good reasons for his antipathy ; 
and perhaps, were I to guess, I might hazard a con- 
jecture not far from the truth. But, as you think he 
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has no desire to see me, I shall not intrude, but shall 
make my own inquiries." 

The weather still smiled on us when we started on 
our ride. Bright sun — ^western breeze. Round, well- 
conditioned, shadowy clouds, not streaky, erratic, cross- 
purpose looking things ; nor sharp, white, angular 
pillars ; nor gray, unbroken walls of mist ; but good, 
honest, well-poised clouds, hung high in the air, and 
floating in serene dignity. Balmy odours from the 
fields; and "sweet was the song which the corn- 
reapers sung.** The scene would have raised the 
spirits of a misanthrope. 

Being in love, especially in happy and successful 
love, is like being in wine or in whisky ; it affects 
men very differently. Sometimes it makes a man 
surly; he hugs his secret joy, and growls over it like a 
dog over a bone. Sometimes it makes him sweet and 
silent, placing a silly simper on resolute lips, and a 
melancholy cadence on manly accents. Sometimes 
the man is frivolous ; sometimes he is horribly earnest. 
One will cease to care for his most cherished pursuits, 
or for his best friend. Another will be troublesomely 
anxious to promote the welfare of everybody, 
especially of people he never cared a pin for. But it 
was certainly good for my hermit. He was not less 
witty or wise, but there was a touch less of vinegar 
in the salad. It disclosed what was really the matter 
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with him before, the want of being appreciated — the 
last deficiency which he would have acknowledged, 
or the last probably of which he was conscious. But 
more of the misanthropy of the world comes from 
that source than its victims are aware of. A clever 
shy man won't let the world see what he is, and then 
quarrels with the world because it does not see it. 
But when a bright particular star thinks him worthy 
of being shone upon, the void is filled, the self-love 
is appeased, the sense of injustice is removed. So it 
was with Dagentree. There was a sunny joyousness 
over our ride on that last day which warmed my 
heart, and which I shall never forget. 

As we passed a brook, overshadowed by mighty 
elms, Dagentree said — 

** There is a scene which would have rejoiced the 
heart of Horace, the huge trees interlacing their arms, 
while 

' Obliquo laborat 
Lympha fiigax trepidare rivo.' " 

" Horace had a pretty notion of rural quiet and 
brightness. But, on the whole, it was the taste of a 
town-bred man, who liked the murmur of the little 
Bandusian rill, and the sight of the cattle, up to the 
ankles in water ; but had little soul for what we call 
the picturesque. That is essentially a modern senti- 
ment. Anything approaching the wild or the sub- 
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lime IS always spoken of by the ancients as dreadful. 
Horrida dumisy * bristling with copse ' is the best 
Virgil will say of the grandest scenery." 

" I believe the sense of enjoyment in wild scenery 
is the child of peace and security. The useful will 
always have place before the sentimental. The 
Roman territory had known so little rest, the labours 
of the husbandman had been so constantly dissi- 
pated by internal commotion, that the idea of land- 
scape beauty was always associated with peace and 
repose. I have read Captain Burt's letters from Scot- 
land, to which Macaulay refers in the first volume 
of his History. The worthy captain was quartered 
with General Wade at the base of Ben Nevis in 17 19; 
but the notion that there was anything to admire in 
those masses of rock and heather never crossed his 
mind. He tells us that he thought Richmond Hill 
the model of mountain scenery, and would have 
given as much to leave the Highlands as modern 
tourists pay to go there. Still, such scenes, in the 
breast of any man of finer temperament, cannot fail 
to stir the fancy, and make the pulse beat higher ; 
but, I suppose, in former days this was reckoned a 
false and unfashionable sentiment, and found no 
favour with vulgar readers.*' 

'* Like everything else, however, this sort of thing 
has been overdone. We have used up description ; 
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and our poets, if we have any, have been driven to 
mysticism and dreamy analysis of thought, which 
seems to be considered sublime in proportion to the 
difficulty of understanding it/' 

" I agree with you. The * fine frenzy ' of the poet 
threatens to become downright insanity. Now-a- 
days, when * imagination bodies forth the forms of 
things unseen,' the last thing the bard thinks of doing 
is to give them * a local habitation or a name/ He 
leaves them exactly where he found them, and calls 
them by no name any one but himself comprehends. 
Nothing to my mind is true poetry but what all may 
understand, and that without stopping to think what 
it means. 

" There is certainly a good opening for a genuine 
manly poet The Laureate fills his place with power ; 
but even of him it may be said without offence, that 
he is always greatest when most intelligible. I own 
a predilection for our simpler and more vigorous 
school, which Dryden founded, and of which Byron 
was the most distinguished disciple in this century. 
One always knows what he means, whether we ap* 
prove the sentiment or not. Look ! there is a covey, 
well-grown too, for this time of the season." 

" What a flutter the whirr of the birds gives one. 
But nothing to compare to the splash of a trout. 
Talking of over-doing things, there is one thing we 
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are over-doing, and that is game. We are spoiling 
sport, which is much ; and spoiling the farmers' tem- 
pers, which is a little ; and building up a dense brick 
wall between the squires and the people, which is 
most serious of all. It is stolid folly. The tenantry- 
have a good English love of sport, and a good 
English hatred of a poacher ; but if these days of 
Cockney game-preserving go on, both one and the 
other will disappear. 

" * O nut-brown partridges I O brilliant pheasants ! 
And O, ye poachers 1 *Tis no sport to peasants.' 

" Very true. In the old days of Ponto and Don, 
when a few brace of partridges, shot over the well- 
trained favourites, was a good day's sport, for which 
you had to walk the live-long breezy day, and when 
you found your reward in appetite and sound sleep, 
shooting was a recreation worthy of a sportsman. 
The squire would as soon have thought of selling his 
children as his game. But now, when pheasants are 
bred like barn-door fowls, and hares like sheep, and 
the chief ambition of the preserver is to see in the 
sporting paper that he and his party killed 1000 
head, while the price from the poulterer pays his 
keepers and his powder and shot, can we wonder 
he has no sympathy from bis tenants } He has none 
from me. This is not sport, nor is it sportsmanlike ; 
any more than standing over the ankles in ice, with 



292 * A VISIT TO MY DISCONTENTED COUSIN 

a genial north-wester blowing, as a cock-shy at the 
end of a cover for an advancing party, is the perfec- 
tion of comfort or enjoyment. But here we are at 
Pashwood, and the eagles eye us voraciously." 

Our luncheon at Dashwood, where we were simply 
and cordially welcomed, afforded little which it would 
be interesting to tell. Lady Dashwood whispered to 
me that my visit had done Dagentree a great deal of 
good, for she had never seen him so full of spirits and 
vivacity. She had plainly no suspicion of the Wen- 
dover story ; and in discussing the member and his 
household — for what country circle can avoid talking 
about their neighbours? — she more than once bordered 
on delicate and dangerous ground. At last my her- 
mit grew suddenly dumb, at some allusion to the 
predominance of spectacles in the menage ; and I 
thought it better to move, in case a worse thing 
should happen. 

*'Why, I wonder," said Dagentree, as we rode 
down the approach, *' did nature bestow tongues on 
women? and why must they always try to pull a 
feather out of their sister's plumage ? " 

'* I do not think a peck froiii the bill of that round 
good-tempered partridge would do any one harm. 
She is a very kindly soul." In such condescending 
terms was I pleased to patronise Lady Dashwood, for- 
getful of the tremors andbashfulness of three days ago. 
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" Still I suspect she can raise her little ruff, and 
swell out her plump wings, when so inclined. But 
women seldom can speak simply and naturally of 
each other. Each regards the other as a rival, in 
disguise or without disguise ; and when the little barb 
of detraction is absent, the void is filled by over- 
praise" 

"You have learned that from books, Dagentree, 
for you know nothing about them. Wait till you 
are wiser — till you grow taller and grow gooder, as 
the negro melody has it/' 

" I am quite content with my present acquirements. 
Give John your horse, for this is Riversdale," 

We entered by a side gate in the park-wall ; and 
winding our way through some broken ground, 
covered with ancient copse, out of which a giant of 
the woods ever and anon raised his gnarled and 
knotted branches, we emerged on a scene as lovely 
and magnificent as my eye ever rested on. About 
two miles off, but apparently in the centre of the 
park, stood the old Abbey of Riversmere — a princely 
pile, in which the ecclesiastical style had been 
admirably adapted to the additions which in suc- 
cessive centuries it had received. The undulating 
ground, broken into successive mounds of promon- 
tories, interlacing each other so as to afford a charming 
variety of shadow and distance, was covered by trees 
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of great size and age. Here a huge oak tossed its 
limbs in the air ; there a chestnut swept its foliage 
along the brilliant sward ; and gleaming and glancing 
through the hollows, disappearing and reappearing, 
was the bright trout-stream, so dear to my friend. 
The foreground, lighted , by the blazing sun, the 
middle distance, shading into a mellow and misty 
blue, hazy, yet clear, and the endless expanse of 
wood and hill beyond, made me gaze and hold my 
breath in wonder and delight. 

'* What a glorious scene ! " I said ; " not to be 
rivalled, not to be paralleled anywhere but in Eng- 
land. Nature may do her part in other climes, but 
this speaks of centuries of wealth and ease. We 
may malign our island fogs, and denounce our 
climate, but to them we owe that gorgeous foliage 
and those emerald slopes, Happy and proud indeed 
should be the owner of such a domain, with one fair 
spirit for his minister.*' 

" You think, with Scott, that * love rules the grove/ 
I suspect the sovereign of this princely possession is 
more likely to agree with Byron, that 

* Cash rules the grove, and fells it, too, besides.' 

The timber will stand a bad chance at his Grace's 
majority." 

" If Lady Dashwood had said that, Timon would 
have railed at the censoriousness of women.*^ 
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Dagentree had the grace to blush. 

^^ I must excuse your impertinence, as I am so 
soon to get rid of it. But how strange the caprices 
of fortune, that bestow a principality which a Grand 
Duke would envy, on a brainless, soulless, heartless 
young donkey." 

"That is masculine, I grant you. Good, round, 
hearty abuse is better than the poisoned needles 
which so chafed Gulliver. What has his Grace of 
Glamorganshire done to deserve it ? " 

'* Clothing, except following the instincts which he 
inherited from the tenth transmitter of his foolish 
face.'' 

There was a tinge of more bitterness than usual in 
my friend's tone. Whether the Duke had refused to 
let him fish, or had made love to Sophia, I never 
dis:overed. 

'Scamp or no scamp, he has a most splendid 
hertage. I wish he would give me a day's shooting, 
whbh is worth a hundred spent in mooning by a 
deflate brook.^' 

* Come down in September, and we shall try what 
my be done. Are you a good shot, and not a 
jeaous one ? for those are two requisites, without 
whch I will not say a word for you." 

*I can shoot, and enjoy my friend's shooting, if 
th^ is what you mean.'* 
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" Do you count your shots, and not the contents of 
the bag ? Do you slyly manoeuvre for the best place ? 
Do you claim doubtful shots ? Do you express your- 
self figuratively when you miss, or bore the party 
with explanations of the cause of that national 
calamity ? For if you do any of these things, remain 
in Pump Court.'* 

" I cannot plead total innocence ; but that i> not 
given to man. On the whole, I think of the spoit and 
ot of myself.'* 

Good. A jealous shot is a social infliction cf the 
deepest dye. My dislike of, or at least indifference 
to, partridge shooting arose from a week's annoyance 
and disgust caused by two of the irritating tri^e, 
which I never recovered, 

*' Two years ago I made one of a party who spen* a 
week at an outlying manor on the Riversmere est:te 
in a remote part of the county. We lived in a quant 
old manor-house : and one of the duke's guardijns 
did the honour to some eight or ten guests. The 
men shot, and the ladies sketched and botaniad 
during the day ; and all sang, flirted, and played whst 
at night. It might have been merry enough, even 
for a recluse like myself, but for two drops of bitterin 
our cup of sweets. 

*' Perhaps a dash of envy mingled with the dislre 
with which I viewed the two London club-men to 
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whom I allude. They were of a type peculiarly 
obnoxious to an unobtrusive man like myself. 
They were well-bred, well-informed, very much 
at their ease, and what the world thinks good 
company, very available in the drawing-room, and 
tolerable though uncertain shots. Yet I thought 
them simply detestable. They were so hard, so 
conventional, so blascy so incredulous of the real or 
good, so steeped in legends of the fictitious and the 
evil. They seemed to see nothing in the world but 
a repulsive mask, used to hide still more repulsive 
realities. No doubt,- they wore one themselves : and 
it dropped off in the partridge field. 

'* Colonel A. was large, florid, and fair ; Mr B. was 
dark, slender, and short. In other respects nature 
seemed to have constructed their intellects, tastes and 
habits on exactly the same model : and among other 
resemblances, each was keen and jealous in his sport. 
It was a study to see those two well-poised, impassive 
men behaving like ill-conditioned school-boys over 
their shots, and watch the little mean intrigues to 
which they resorted. 

** After the first day, during which four of us shot 
together, we separated into two parties, my com- 
panion, at first, being a young undergraduate, full of 
spirits, and an admirable shot. On the third day this 
arrangement was changed, for the two worthies had 
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SO quarrelled over their shooting that neither would 
go out with the other. So the colonel fell to my 
share, and Mr B. to the Oxford man. Fortunately I 
was neither a good shot, nor a keen one, and cared 
very little about my companion's selfishness, except- 
ing as a type of that kind of man: but anything 
more offensive than his demeanour I never witnessed 
in my life. He seemed entirely unconscious of my 
presence, ordered the keeper about as he thought fit, 
killed my birds right in front of me, and, although I 
scrupulously refrained from claiming anything which 
was not palpably mine, wrangled with the keeper 
about every shot on which a doubt could hang. My 
companion, the Oxonian, shared the same fate, but 
declined to bear it with the same philosophy. He 
was full of chaff and mischief, and being a better shot, 
and quite as keen on the pastime, gave his London 
friend as much trouble as he could. Do what he 
would, however, the practised hand was more than 
his match, and in the end he was obliged to submit, 
and content himself with furtive winks at the keeper, 
when a more audacious claim than usual was ad« 
vanced. 

"After a couple of days' absence, the Oxonian 
returned, more vivacious and self-assured than before. 
There was a gleam of suppressed mischief in his eye, 
which led me to think he was meditating revenge, 
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although in what form, or what direction the bolt was 
to fall, I could not surmise. 

" * I say, old fellow/ he addressed B. on the Sunday- 
evening — * You shot awful bad on Thursday — I had 
two for your one — hope you will do better to- 
morrow.' 

** B. looked up from his walnuts. * Didn't miss a 
shot, as you know.' 

" * Bah ! didn't you ? Ask Bob Green — ask the 
keeper.* 

" ' I never count my shots, nor discuss them ; but 
you may, if you like, to-morrow.' 

'* * Done for, you old boy. Dagentree will come out 
and see fair.' 

** On the morrow the colonel took his departure in 
the morning. The day was grim and lowering, and 
we sallied forth after breakfast with Mr B. for our 
, last day's shooting. Young Chatterton was in great 
feather, talking as he always did with great volubility, 
but with the same malice in his eye I had remarked 
the day before. 

" Whirr went the covey. Bang, bang from Mr B. — 
no result. Bang from Chatterton — one bird. 

" ' Wiped your eye neatly, sir. But perhaps you 
hit it, and it forgot to fall.' 

" ' Hold your row, can't you ? ' growled his com- 
panion. 
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" At the next rise, both guns went off at once, and 
one bird fell. 

" *^Down before you fired,' said Mr B. 

** ' Hardly,^ said the other, and the sport proceeded ; 
Chatterton seldom missing, and B. resolutely and 
offensively claiming every doubtful bird. I shot 
little myself, being much amused and a little mysti- 
fied by the proceedings. I thought I did detect a 
look of intelligence passing between the keeper and a 
small but saucy boy, who was carrying a bag, when 
B. made some palpable miss, or a louder claim than 
usual. 

" The day ended in a deluge of rain, and the party 
reached home thoroughly drenched. B.'s temper, 
which had been sadly tried throughout the day, by 
an unusual number of misses, and an unaccountable 
self-confidence on the part of his companion, gave 
way altogether, and he entered the manor-house with 
hearty imprecations on the weather, the sport, and 
the whole concern. 

" As we followed him, Chatterton gave me a wink of 
indescribable and undeniable impudence. When we 
assembled in the drawing-room, we had to wait some 
time before B. made his appearance ; the rest of the 
party consisting of our host, his wife, and two or 
three good-looking girls. At length, the door was 
flung open and B. entered ; and the apparition 
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which met our eyes I shall never forget. His slim 
figure was encased in the colonel's habiliments ; his 
nether garments tucked up at the feet, but other- 
wise in all their natural proportions; his arms lost 
in the sleeves of a coat, the folds of which hung 
in drapery round his shoulders, and his neat feet 
consigned to a pair of mouldy slippers, in place of 
the trim boots of which he was so proud. For one 
moment the circle stood aghast ; for another a twinge 
of compassion, raised by the rueful visage, kept them 
silent ; and then the old rafters shook to a peal of 
laughter such as they had not heard since the days of 
the Cavaliers. 

" B. was a conceited, but not an ill-tempered fellow ; 
and after a few minutes, recovered his equanimity, 
and laughed with the rest ; and as if to atone for his 
humiliating toilette, was more than usually preten- 
tious and arogant about his shots. 

" ' I hope you shot well to-day, Mr B., although you 
have suffered in the cause,' said one of the young 
ladies. 

** * Never better in my life. Gave Chatterton there 
a lesson.' 

" Eh 1 what do you say about me ? ' said Chatter- 
ton. 

" ' He says he gave you a lesson to-day, and taught 
you how to shoot/ 
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*' ' I suspect we shall both recollect to-day's lessons/ 
said Chatterton; and let the subject drop until after 
the ladies had retired. 

" * Well/ said B«, * you must own I beat you to- 
day/ 

" ' Quite the contrary. You did not kill one shot in 
four/ 

" ' I counted them. Out of our thirteen brace, I 
killed nine and a half.' 

" ' Out of our thirteen brace, you killed five birds, 
and no more.^ 

" * Pooh ! I know them all. The first rise I missed ; 
but the second and the third I killed/ 

" * Beg your pardon. I killed them. They were 
both falling before you fired/ 

" * A mistake, I assure you. Then the fourth and 
fifth, at that comer of the wood — those two birds 
were mine/ 

" * They were mine. None of the double shots were 
yours/ 

" * They were all mine. You constantly fired when 
the bird was falling/ 

" * I will prove to you that you are wrong. What 
shot do you use in your cartridges ^ * 

" ' Number 6.' 

" ' Will you allow me to ring and ask for one of 
them?' And, accordingly, Chatterton ordered up 
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one of B.*s cartridges, and proceeded to dissect it 
with great gravity. On being opened, not shot, but 
sawdust poured upon the table. 

" * There ! that is what you have shot with most of 
to-day; and you see your shooting has been little 
better than what I always thought it — chaff.' 

" Chatterton's gravity, and B.'s fury, were more than 
I and the host could stand ; and although the joke 
which had been played went somewhat beyond 
bounds, its ingenuity and success were irresistible. 
We managed at last to appease the enraged sports- 
man, who, in spite of his self-sufficiency, had the 
sense to be amused by the Oxonian's plot, and to 
accept the rebuff in good part. But the story was 
told in every house in London to which Chatterton 
had access ; and B. spoke no more about his shots." 

" A well-deserved lesson I I think I have heard 
the story before. But I can promise you to bring no 
such discredit on your recommendation. So I trust 
to your saying a good word for me when the time 
comes. Does his Grace come down here in the 
shooting season ? " 

"Very rarely; and when he does, his associates 
add little to the society of the neighbourhood. 

I wish we saw this vast territory in the hands of 
some one who would put it to better use. There 
surely must be something wrong in a system which 
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SO concentrates the land in the hands of one man, 
and places him under no obligation to use it for the 
benefit of those beneath him, excepting the beggarly 
and degrading pittance of the poor-rate." 

"What would you do, O second Tiberius Grac- 
chus-? Divide Riversmere into £<^ allotments ? But, 
alas ! the same cause which has led to the accumu- 
lation of estates in a few hands would undo your 
allotments as fast as you made them. As long as 
the return from money invested in trade is greater 
than the return from money invested in land, so long 
will the investment of money in land be the luxury 
of the rich." 

" It is certainly more easy to see the evil than sug- 
gest the remedy. Perhaps the way adopted by the 
old Greeks might succeed — to make the richest 
citizen pay all the taxes for the year. The next year 
he was no longer the richest citizen, and another 
stepped into the unwelcome eminence. In this way, 
a poor man never paid anything." 

"I shall be thankful, when you are Chancellor of the 
Exchequer, that I am far from that mark. All the 
vain babble about small holdings is foolish, because 
the remedy suggested is impossible. The small 
holdings would always be in the market, and would 
always be bought up by the men of capital ; unless, 
indeed, you were to prohibit their transfer, which 
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would reproduce, in the worst of all forms, one of the 
most mischievous provisions of feudal times. One 
thing only can be done by legislation, and that is, to 
educate the people. I should not be sorry to see his 
Grace of Glamorganshire pretty heavily fined, to en- 
sure every boy on his estate being better educated 
than himself. But the sun is sloping his westering 
wheel to Heaven's descent. It is late ; and Briggs 
stands rampant at the door." 



u 



CHAPTER XXV. 

ENDED, 

A WARM farewell, wanner even than my wel- 
•^^* come, accompanied my entrance to the railway 
carriage. Dagentree was sternly blushing at my 
parting remark, and Briggs stood in the background, 
hat in hand, looking like a field-marshal on the 
plains of victory. My visit to my Discontented Cousin 
was over; and it remains only to gather up the tangled 
skein of my adventures, and bring these everyday 
papers to a close. 

The Carrington mystery, if mystery it be to any 
intelligent reader, a few sentences will be sufficient to 
explain. The detection of it turned on the interview 
which I had witnessed between the young woman 
and Sainscroft the day before the burglary. Feeling 
satisfied that Sainscroft had some hand in the pro- 
ceeding, I had caused both himself and the young 
woman to be arrested. His escape for the time 
deranged my schemes ; for the woman would not 
speak, and I had no evidence against her. On her 
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liberation, however^ I took steps to have her motions 
watched, and traced her to America, where for a time 
I lost all clue to either of them ; but at last a letter 
which I received from New York induced me to go 
over to America, where I succeeded in unravelling the 
whole plot The girl had quarreled>with Sainscroft, 
and told me all. 

It seemed that the next heir to the Carrington 
property Bad been greatly chagrined at Mrs Carring- 
ton's succession, as she had been long lost sight of, and 
he had thought himself secure. Some hints dropped 
as he thought unguardedly, but as I suspect inten- 
tionally, by Rendelson, put him on inquiries as to 
Mrs Carrington's history ; and in the course of these, 
he came across Silas Sainscroft, as he called himself, 
who gave him the full particulars of Trench's pre- 
vious marriage, adding to it the injurious but apo- 
cryphal account of the survivance of the first wife, 
with which he had embittered poor Trench's last 
years. Sainscroft had offered to come oyer to this 
country, and disclose the truth ; and he accordingly 
left, in company with the woman, who was truly his 
half-sister, and very like Trench's first wife, with the 
design of making her personate Mrs Trench. The 
burglary, however, which Sainscroft planned and 
executed on his own account^ probably to give him 
some hold on the next heir, disconcerted the plotters \ 
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and the girl not only confessed her share in the 
imposture, but put me in the way of recovering the 
lost deeds. 

I found my old and impudent friend at San Fran- 
cisco, driving, as he said, a most thriving trade in a 
number of eccentric lines of commerce. At first he 
utterly denied any knowledge of the burglary, pr of 
the deeds. 

'* That was a shabby dodge of yours, Mr Pember- 
ton,*^ said he, "to have me put in irons in that 
fashion. Guess I was too 'cute for the Britishers. 
Respects to old Briggs when you see him, and ask 
after his darned shoes." 

** Mr Sainscroft, I know the whole story about Mrs 
Trench, for the Creole girl has told me everything." 

" Confound her babbling!^' said he. " Suppose she 
turns out to be the true wife, and not the false one ? " 

I own I did not like the suggestion. 

" Come, Mr Pemberton ; you can't prove anything 
against me, an' you do your worst. 'Spose we trade 
a little, and liquor over it." 

" What do you propose } " I said. 

" Well, I don't kind of propose ; but I put a case, 
as you lawyers say. Put the case that I am a much 
sharper fellow than you, and can recover stolen pro- 
perty when you can't. There is ti4>thing wonderful 
in that, is there ? " 
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" It is possible." 

" Put the case that I asked you what you would 
give me to exert my remarkable talents in that line 
with success ? " 

" But put the other case that I got a warrant from 
New York under the extradition treaty to apprehend 
Silas Sainscroft" 

" Try, and welcome. You must first find Silas ; 
but you will not find him.here. Then you must have 
proof, and you have not a wooden nutmeg's worth. 
And if you had a hundred warrants, we care nothing 
for them at the diggings. You are much more likely 
to find a Califomian sod over you, and a bowie-knife 
sticking between your ribs. Besides, all said, you 
would not get what you wanted. Best deal, and 
liquor, as I told you." 

I was staggered. The notion of compounding the 
felony was repugnant to me ; but the difficulties 
were great, and the fellow^s coolness indicated that 
he knew he could defy me. 

" I will give two thousand dollars to any one who 
will restore the deeds, and will bring me satisfactory 
evidence of the death of the first Mrs Trench." 

"Let's liquor, then. No? Then be here at five 
o'clock, and we shall see what can be done." 

At five o^clock I found him sitting outside his log- 
hut, smoking with great serenity. 
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** I am a man of honour, I am/' said he ; " but here 
is what you want." 

He handed me a packet of papers^ very neatly 
made up, and I perceived at once that it contained 
the missing deedsL One document^ however, was to 
me worth all the rest It was a certificate from the 
parish clerk of Louisville, Mass., of the death of Hester 
Rochefort» wife of Henry Trench, on the 27th August 

1855. 
''How do I know that this is what I want?" 

said I. 
" You must chance that." 
** How came you to have it so handy ?" 
** My friend can tell you — Not I. I am only an 

agent, stranger. But mayhap it was to work the old 



one. 



" After proving the reverse — eh 1 " 

A furtive glance was the only response. 

I paid him the two thousand dollars ; and returned 
to England with my prize, having first verified the 
certificate by inquiry at Louisville. 

One thing staggered me. Sainscroft positively 
denied that he ever travelled with Rendelson in his 
life. But in the year 1866, among many other wrecks 
and crashes, that potentate also came to grief and 
disappeared, and I have heard surmises that lead 
me to think that my experience in the train was not 
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merely a warning vision, but was a sober and solid 
fact. 

Meanwhile, dear and drowsy reader, farewell. I 
shall never visit my Discontented Cousin again ; for 
the winter of his discontent has been made perennial 
summer by Sophia Dagentree, who rules over the 
terraces, and has thrown the Elzevirs into the shade. 
Should you ever visit the unnamed scenes I have 
described, Eustace Carrington will be glad to wel- 
come you at Bonthron, for Pemberton, as well as his 
Discontented Cousin, is no more. 



THE END. 
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A PRACTICAL DICTIONARY of the FRENCH and ENGLISH LAN- 
GUAGES. By L. CoHTursBAU. Pourteenth Edition. Post 8vo. lOf. 6(2. 

Contansean's Poeket Dictionary, French and English^ abridged from 
the above by the Author. New Edition, revised. Square 18mo. 8«. ed. 

NEW PRACTICAL DICTIONARY of the GERMAN LANGUAOS; 

German-EngUsh and English-German. By the Rev. W. L. BLi^CKLET, HX 
and Dr. Caal Muitiit PbibdlXjtdbb. Post 8vo. 7s. ed. 

The MASTERY of LANGUAGES ; or, the Art of Speaking Foreign 
Tongrues Idiomatically. By Thomas Pbbndbbgast, late of the Ciril 
Service at Madras. Second Edition. 8vo. 6s. 



Miscellaneous Works and Popular Metaphysics. 

The ESSAYS and CONTRIBUTIONS of A. X. H. B., Author of The 
Recreations of a Country Parson.' Uniform Editions :— 

Recreations of a Country Parson. By A. K. H. B. Fibst and Second 
SBBiBfl. crown 8vo. Ss. M. each. 
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The Common-plaoe Philosopher in Town and Conntrj. By A. K. H. B. 
Grown 8vo. price Ss, M. 

Leisure Hours in Town; Essays Consolatory, ^sthetical, Moral, 
Social, and Domestic. By A. K. H. B. Crown 8to. 38, 6d. 

The Antonin Holidays of a Country Parson; Essays contributed 
to Frater^a Magazine and to Oood Words, By A. K. H. B. Crown 8vo.3«. td. 

The Graver Thoughts of a Country Parson. By A. K. H. B. First 
and Second Sebies, crown 8vo. 39. Qd. each. 

Critical Essays of a Country Parson, selected from Essays ooji" 
tributed to JVoMT** Jfo^ozintf. ByA.E.H. B. Crown Svo. 3«. 6<i. 

Sunday Afternoons at the Parish Church of a Scottish University 
Ci^. ByA.KH. B. Crown Svo. S«. 6d. 

LoBSons of Middle Age ; -with some Account of various Cities and 
Men. By A. K. H. B. Crown Svo. 8«. 6d. 

Counsel and Comfort spoken from a City Pulpit. By A. K. H. B. 
Crown 8vo. price Zs, Qd. 

Changed Aspects of TTnchanged Truths ; Memorials of St. Andrews 
Sundays. ByA. K. H.B. Crown Svo. 3«. 6(2. 

8H0BT STUDIES on GBEAT SUBJECTS. By James Anthony 
Fboude, M. a. late Pcllow of Exeter Coll. Oxford. Third Edition. 8yo. 128, 

LOBB MACAULATS MISCELLANEOUS WBITINGS :~ 

LiBBASY Edition. 2 vols. 8yo. Portrait, 21«. 
People's Edition. 1 voL crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

The BEV. STBNEY SMITH'S MISCELLANEOUS WOBES ; includ- 
ing his Contributions to the Edinburgh Review, Crown 8to. 6«. 

The Wit and Wisdom of the Bey. Sydney Smith: a Selection of 
the most memorable Passages in his Writings and Conversation. 16mo. Z8, 9d, 

TBACES of HISTOBT in the NAMES of PLACES; with a 
Vocabulary of the Boots out of which Names of Places in England and Wales 
are formed. By PlayxUi Eduunds. Crown 8to. 7«. 6c{. 

ESSAYS selected from CONTBIBUTIONS to the Edinburgh Review, 
By Hbnby BoasBS. Second Edition. 3 toIs. fcp. 218, 

Beason and Faith, their Claims and Conflicts. By the same Author. 
New Edition, accompanied by several other Essays. Crown 8vo. de, 6d. 

The Eclipse of Faith ; or, a Visit to a Beligious Sceptic. By the 
same Author. Twelfth Edition. Pep. 68, 

Defence of the Eclipse of Faith, by its Author ; a rejoinder to Dr. 
Newman's Seply, Third Edition. Pep. S«. 6d, 

Selections from the Correspondence of B. E. H. Greyson. By the 

same Author. Third Edition. Crown 8yo. 7«. 6d. 

FAMILIES of SPEECH, Four Lectures delivered at the Boyal 

• Institution of Great Britain. By the Bev. P. W. Pi.BBi.B, H.A. P.B.S. 

late Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. Post Svo. with Two Maps, 6«. 9d, 

B 
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CHIPS from a OSBMAK WORKSHOP ; being Essays on the Science 
of Religion, and on Mythologv, Traditions, and Customs. By Max 
MtJLLBB. MA. Fellow of All Souls College, Oxford. Second Edition, revised, 
with an Index. 2 toIs. 8to. 24f. 

ANALYSIS of the PHENOMENA of the HUMAN MIND. Bj 
Jambs Mill. A New Edition, with Notes, Illustrative and Critical. Inr 
Alexajtdeb Baib, Aitdbbw FiiTDLATEB. and GEOsaE Gbote. Edited, 
with additional Notes, by Johe Stuast Mill. 2 vols. 8vo. price 28«. 

Aa INTRODUCTION to MENTAL PHILOSOPHY, on the InductiTe 

Method. By J.D. MoBELL,MJk.LLJ). 8to. 124. 
ELEMENTS of PSYCHOLOGY, containing the Analysis of the 

Intellectual Powers. By the same Author. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

The SECRET of HEGEL: being the Hegelian System in Origin, 
Principle, Form, and Matter. By J. H. STiBLiEd. 2 vols. Svo. 28«. 

The SENSES and the INTELLECT. By Ai^ezabdbr Baib, MJ). 

Professorof Logic in the University of Aberdeen. Third Edition. 9vo.l6«. 
The EMOTIONS and the WILL. By the same Author. Second 

Edition. 8vo. ISs. 

On the STUDY of CHARACTER, including an Estimate of Phrenology. 

By the same Author. 8vo. 9s. 
MENTAL and MORAL SCIENCE: a Compendium of Psychologj 

and Ethics. By the same Author. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

LOGIC, DEDUCTIVE and INDUCTIVE. By the same Anther. In 
Two Parts, crown 8vo. 109. 6d, Each Part msy be had separately :— 
Pabt I. Deduction, As. Past II. Induction, 6s. 6rf. 

TIME and SPACE; a Metaphysical Essay. By Shadworth H. 
HoDGSOir. (This work covers the whole ground of Speculative Philosophy.) 
8vo. price Ite. 

The Theory of Praotioe ; an Ethical Inquiry. By the same Author. 
(This work, in conjunction with the foregoing, completes a system of Philo- 
sophy.) 2 vols. 8vo. price 24s. 

STRONG AND FREE ; or, First Steps towards Social Science. By 
the Author of < My Life, and What shaU I do with it P ' 8vo. price 10s. 6d. 

The PHILOSOPHY of NECESSITY ; or, Natural Law as applicable to 
Mental, Moral, and Social Science. By Chablbb Bbat. Second Edition. 
8vo. 9s. 

The Education of the Peelings and Affoctions. By the same Author. 

Third Edition. 8vo.8s.6d. 
On Force, its Mental and Moral Correlates. By the same Author. 

8vo. 6s. 
CHARACTERISTICS of MEN, MANNERS, OPINIONS, TIMES. 

By AiTTHOBTT, Third Earl of Seavtesbuby. Published ftrom the Edi- 
tion of 1713, with Engravings designed by the Author ; and edited, with 
Marginal Analysis. Notes, and Illustrations, by the Bev. W. M. Hatch, MA. 
Fellow of New College, Oxford. Svols. 8vo. vol. I. price 14s. 

A TREATISE on HUMAN NATURE; being an Attempt to Introduce 
the Experimental Method of Reasoning into Moral Subiecta By Davib 
Hume. Edited, with a Preliminary Dissertation and Notes, by T. H. 
Gbeen, Fellow, and T. H. Gbose, late Scholar, of Balliol College, Oxford. 

{Inthepreu. 

ESSAYS MORAL, POLITICAL, and LITERARY. By David Huhb: 
By the same Editors. {In the preu. 
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Astronomy^ Meteorology ^ Popular Geography j &c. 

OUTLINES of ASTRONOMY. Bj Sir J. F. W. Hebsohel, Bart. 
M.A. Tenth Edition, revised; with 9Plates and many Woodcuts. 8vo.l8«. 

OTHER WORLDS THAN OURS ; the Plurality of Worlds Studied 
under the Light of Recent Scientific Researches. By Richabd A. Pbootob , 
fi.A. F.RXS. With 13 Illustrations (6 of them coloured). Crown 8vo. 10«. 6<2. 

SATURN and its SYSTEIE. By the same Author. 8vo.withl4Flates,I4«. 

CELESTIAL OBJECTS for COMMON TELESCOPES. By the Rev. 
T. W. Wbbb, ma. PJLA.S. Second Edition, revised, with a hurge Map of 
the Moon, and several Woodcuts. 16mo. 7«. 6d. 

NAYIOATION and NAUTICAL ASTRONOMY (Practical, Theoretical, 
Scientific) for the use of Students and Practical Men. By J. Mbbbitiekd, 
P.R.A.S and H. Etsbs. Svo. 14«. 

DOVE'S LAW of STORMS, considered in connexion with the Ordinary 
Movements of the Atmosphere. Translated hy R. H. ScoiT, M.A. T.G J>. 
8vo. 10«. 6cl. 

PHYSICAL OROGRAPHY for SCHOOLS and OENERAL READERS. 
By M. F. Maubt, LL.D. Pep. with 2 Charts/ U. 6d. 

M'CULLOCH'S DICTIONARY, Geographical, Statistical, and Historical, 
of the various Countries, Places, and Principal Natural Objects in the Wbrld. 
New Edition, with the Statistical Information brought up to the latest 
returns by F. Majltin. 4 vols. 8vo. with coloured Maps, £4 48. 

A OENERAL DICTIONARY of OEOORAPHY, Descriptive, Physical, 
Statistical, and Historical : forming a complete Gazetteer of the World. By 
A. Keith J OHKSTOir. LL.D. F.R.(7.S. Revised Edition. Svo. SU. 6<l. 

A MANUAL of OEO0RAPHY, PhTsical, Industrial, and Political. 
By W. HUGBES, F.R.G.S. With 6 Maps. Fcp.7«.6d. 

The STATES of the RIVER PLATE : their Industries and Commerce. 
By WiLFBTP LjLTHAM, Buenos Ayres. Second Edition, revised. Svo. lis, 

MAUNDER*S TREASURY of GEOGRAPHY, Physical, Historical, 

.... Descriptive, and Political. Edited by W. Hughes. F.R.G.S. Revised 

Edition, with 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Fcp. 6«. cloth, or 9«. 6d. bound in calf. 



Natural History and Popular Science. 

ELEMENTARY TREATISE on PHYSICS, Experimental and Applied. 
Translated and edited from Gaitot's EUments de Physique (with the Au- 
thor's sanction) by E. Atkinsob', Ph.D. F.G.S. New Edition, revised 
and enlarged ; with a Coloured Plate and 620 Woodcuts. Post Svo. 16«. 

The ELEMENTS of PHYSICS or NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. By 

Neil Askott, M.D. F.R.S. Physician Extraordinary to the Queen. Sixth 
Edition, rewritten and completed. Two Parts. Svo. 21«. 

SOUND : a Course of Ei^ht Lectures delivered at the Royal Institution 
of Great Britain. By JoHir Ttfdaxl, LL.D. F.B.S. New Edition, crown 
Svo. with Portrait of if. Chladni and 169 Woodcuts, price 9«. 
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HEAT a MODE of MOTION. Bjr Professor Johh Ttndall, LL.D. 
FJL8. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. with Woodcuts. 10*. 6<l. 

BB8XABCHE8 on DIAMAGNEHSM and MAGNE.CBYSTM.LIG 
ACTION ; including the Question of Dismsgnetic Polarity. By the same 
Author. With 6 Plates and many Woodcuts. 8va price 14«. 

V0TS8 of a COITEBE of NINE LECTTTBES on LIGHT delivered at the 
Boyal Institution of Great Britain in April-June 1889. By the same Author. 
Crown 8vo. price Is, sewed, or Is. Qd. cloth. 

LIGHT : Its loflnence on Life and Health. By Forbbs Win8ix>w, 
M.D. D.C.L. Oxon. (Hon.). Fcp. 8va Of. 

A TBEATI8E on ELECTBICITT, in Theonr and Practice. By A. 
Db la. Biyb, Prof, in the Academy of GencTa. Translated by C. Y. Waxkxb, 
F.ILS. 8 vols. 8vo. with Woodcuts, £3 13«. 

Tho COBBELATION of PHT8ICAL POBCES. By W. R. Grotb, 
Q.O. y.PJLS. Fifth Edition, revised, and followed by a Discourse on Con- 
tinuity. 8yo. 10*. M, The Discourse on Continuity^ separately, 2s. 6d. 

MANUAL of GEOLOGT. By S. Hauohton, M.D. F.ILS. Revised 
Edition, with 86 Woodcuts. Fcp. Is. ed. 

A GTTIDE to GEOLOGY. By J. Phillips, M. A. Professor of Geology 
in the University of Oxford. Fifth Edition, with Plates. Fcp. 4s. 

Tho BTTTDENrS MANUAL of ZOOLOGY and COMPABATIYE 
PHYSIOLOGY. By J. BuBirsT Yso. M.B. Resident Medical Tutor and 
Lecturer on Animal Physiology in King's College, London. [Nearljf readj/, 

VAN DEB HOEVEN'8 HANDBOOK of ZOOLOGY. Translated from 
the Second Dutch Edition by the £ev. W. Clabk. M J). F.B.S. 2 vols. 8va 
with M Plates of Figures, 80s. 

Professor OWEN'S LECTUBES on the COMPABATIYE ANATOMY 

and Physiology of the Invertebrate Animals. Second Edition, with £S5 
Woodcuts. 8vo. :ils. 

The COMPABATIYE ANATOMY and PHYSIOLOGY of tho YEBTE- 

brate Animals. By Bichabo Owbit, F.B.S. D.CL. With 1.472 Wood- 
outs. 3 vols. 8vo. £3 1 3s. 8d. 

The OBIGIN of CIYILI8ATI0N and the PBIMITIYE CONDITION 

of MAN ; Mental and Social Condition of Savages. By Sir Zows Lubbock, 
Bart. M.P. F.B.S. With 25 Woodcuts. 8vo. price 16*. 

The PBIMITIYE INHABITANTS of SCANDINAYIA : containing a 

Description of the Implements, Dwellings, Tombs, and Mode of Living of 
the Savages in the North of Europe during the Stone Age. By Sysb' 
NiLSSOir. With 16 Plates of Figures and 3 Woodcuts. 8vo. 18s. 

BIBLE ANIMALSf ; being a Description of every Living Creature 
mentioned in tho Scriptures, from the Ape to the Coral. By the Bey. J. O. 
Wood, M Jk. F.L.S. with about 100 Vignettes on Wood, 8vo. 21s. 



HOMES WITHOUT HANDS : a Description of the Habitations of 
Animals, classed according to their Principle of Construction. By Rer. 
J. G. Wood, M.A. F.L.S. With about 140 Vignettes on Wood, 8vo. 21«. 

A FAMILIAB HISTOBY of BIBDS. By E. Stamlst, D.D. F.R.S. 
late Lord Bishop of Norwich. Seventh Edition, with Woodcuts. Fcp. 3s. 6d. 
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The HABMOKIES of NATURE and UlTITT of CREATION. By Dr. 

Geobgb HABTWia. 8vo. with numerous Illustrations, IBs, 

The SEA and its LIVING WONBERS. By the same Author. Third 
(English) Edition. 8vo. with many Illustrations, 21«. 

The TROPICAL WORLD. By Dr. Geo. Habtwio. With 8 Chromo- 
xylographs and 172 Woodcuts. 8vo. 21s. 

The POLAR WORLD ; a Popular Description of Man and Nature in the 
Arctic and Antarctic Regions of the Globe. By Dr. Geoboe Habtwio. 
With 8 Chromoxylographs, 3 Maps, and 85 Woodcuts. 8vo. 2ls, 

XntBY and SPENCE'S INTRODUCTION to ENTOMOLOGY, or 

Elements of the Natural History of Insects. 7th Edition. Crown 8to. 69, 

XAUNDER'S TREASURY of NATURAL HISTORY, or Popular 
Dictionary of Zoology. Revised and corrected by T. S. Cobbold, MJ). 
Pep. with 900 Woodcuts, Qs, cloth, or 98. 6d, bound in calf. 

The TREASURY of BOTANY, or Popular Dictionary of the Vegetable 
Kingdom ; including a Glossary of Botanical Terms. Edited by J. Liitdlbt, 
P*R.S. and T. MooBS, F.L.8. assisted by eminent Contributors. With S74 
Woodcuts and 20 Steel Plates. Two Parts, fcp. 12«. cloth, or 19«. calf. 

The ELEMENTS of BOTANY for FAMILIES and SCHOOLS. 

Tenth Edition, revised by Thomas Moobb, F.L.S. Fcp. with IM Wood- 
outs. 2s, 6d. 

The ROSE AMATEUR'S GUIDE. By Thomas Rivers. Ninth 

Edition. Fcp. 48, 
The BRITISH FLORA; comprising the Phanogamous or Flowering 

Plants and the Ferns. By Sir W. J. Hooeeb, E.H. and G. A. Walxbb- 

Abitott, LL.D. 12mo. with 12 Plates. 149. 

LOUDON'S ENCYCLOPEDIA of PLANTS ; comprising the Specific 
Character, Description, Culture, Histoiy, &o, of all the Plants found in 
Great Britain. With upwards of 12,000 Woodcuts. 8yo.42«. 

MAUNDER'S SCIENTIFIC and LITERARY TREASURY. New 

Edition, thoroughly revised and in great part re*written, with above 1,000 
new Articles, by J. Y. Johkson, Corr. M.Z.S. Fcp. 6s. cloth, or 9s. 6a. calf. 

A DICTIONARY of SCIENCE, LITERATURE, and ART. Fourth 
Edition, re-edited by W. T. Bbaitdb (the original Author), and Geobob W. 
Cox, M.A. assisted by contributors of eminent Scientific and Literary 
Acquirements. 3 vols, medium 8vo. price 63^. cloth. 



Chemistry J Medicine^ Surgery^ and the 

Allied Sciences, 

A DICTIONARY of CHEMISTRY and the Allied Branches of other 
Sciences. By Henby Watts, F.B.S. assisted by eminent Contributors. 
Complete in 6 vols, medium 8vo. £7 Zs. 

ELEMENTS of CHEMISTRY, Theoretical and Practical By W. Allen 
MiLLEB, M.D. &c. Prof, of Chemistry, King's Coll. London. Fourth 
Edition. 3 vols. 8vo. £3. Pabt I. Chemical Physics, 15ff. Pabt II. 
Inobganio Ghemistby, 2ls. Pabt III. Obgaitic Chemistbt, 24«. 

A MANUAL of CHEMISTRY, Descriptiye and Theoretical By 
William Odlhstg, M.B. F.R.S. Pabt 1. 8vo. 9s, Pabt II. just ready. 
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OITTLINES of CHEIIISTEY ; or, Brief Kotes of Chemical Faets. 
Bj William Odlhto, M.B. T.B.S. Crown 8vo. 7«. 6d. 

A Coarse of Praotieal Chemiitry, for the use of Medical Students. 
By the same Author. New Edition, with 70 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

Leetnres on Animal Ohemistty, delivered at the Bojal College of 
Physicians in 1865. By the same Author. Crown 8yo. 49. 6<i. 

LECTITBES on the CHEHICAL CHANGES of CABBON. Delivered 
at theBiQyal Institution of Great Britain. By William Odliitg, M.B. F.B^S. 
Beprinted fh>m the Chemical News^ with Notes by W. Osookes, F.B.S. 
Crown 8vo. price 48, Qd. 

HAHBBOOK of CHEMICAL ANALYSIS, adapted to the Unitary 
System of Notation. By F. T. CoiriiroTOir, M.A. F.C.S. Post 8vo. 7«. 6d. 
~-GoviSQTOis*B Tables qf Qualitative A»aly8i», price 2«. Qd, 

A TREATISE on KEBICAL ELECTBICTTY, THEORETICAL and 
PBACTICAL; and its Use in the Treatment of Paralysis. Neuralgia, and 
other Diseases. By Jttliub Alteatts, M.D. &c. Senior Physician to the 
Infirmary for Enilepsy and Paralysis. Second Edition, revised and partly 
re-written. Post 8vo. price 158. 

Th« DIAGNOSIS, PATHOLOaY, and TBEATMENT of DISEASES 

of Women; including the Diafoiaaisof Pregnancy. By Gsailt Hewitt, 
IfJ). Second Edition, enlarged ; with 116 Woodcut Illustrations. 8vo. 24«. 

LECTXntES on the DISEASES of INPANCY and CHILDHOOD. By 

Chasles West, M.D. Ac. Fifth Edition, revised and enlarged. 8vo.l6«. 

A STSTEM of SUBOEBY, Theoretical and Practical. In Treatises 

l^ Various Authors. Edited by T. Holmes, M JL kc. Surgeon and Lecturer 
on Surgery at St. George's ELospital, and Surgeon-in-Chief to the Metro- 
politan Police. Second Edition, thoroughly revised, with numerous lUua- 
trations. 5 vols. 8vo. £5 68. 

The STTBQICAL TBEATMENT of CHILDREN'S DISEASES. By 
T. Holmes, M.A. &c. late Sui^eon to the Hospital for Sick Children. 
Second Edition, with 9 Plates and 1 12 Woodcuts. Svo. 21«. 

LECTURES on the PRINCIPLES and PRACTICE of PHYSIC. By 

Sir Thoicas Watsoit, Bart. M J). New Edition in the press. 

LECTURES on SURGICAL PATHOLOGY. By Jahes Paget, F.R.S. 

Third Edition, revised and re-edited by the Author and Professor 
W. TuEBES, M3. 8vo. with 131 Woodcuts, 21». 

COOPER'S DICTIONARY of PRACTICAL SURGERY and Encyclo- 
paedia of Surgical Science. New Edition, brought down to the present time. 
By S. A. Lane, Sui^eon to St. Mary's Hospital, assisted by various Eminent 
Surgeons. Vol. II. 8vo. completing tlie work. [J« the press. 

On CHRONIC BRONCHITIS, especially as connected with GOITTy 
EMPHYSEMA, and DISEASES of the HEART. By E. Headlajc 
GsEEiTHOW. M.D. F.E.C.P. &c. 8vo. 78. Qd. 

The CLIXATE of the SOUTH of FRANCE as SUITED to INVALIDS; 

with Notices of Mediterranean and other Winter Stations. By C. T. 
Williams, M.A. M.D. Ozon. Assistant-Physician to the Hospital for Con- 
sumption at Brompton. Second Edition, with Frontispiece and Map. 
Crown 8vo. Qs. 
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BEPOBTS on the PBOOBESS of FBAGTICAL and SCIENTIFIC 
MEDICINB in Different Parts of the World, fh)m June 1868, to June 1869. 
Edited by Hoba.cb Bobbll, M.D. assisted by numerous and distinguished 
Coadjutors. 8vo. ISs. 

PULMOKABY COlTSnMFTION ; its Nature, Treatment, and Dvratioa 
exemplified by an Analysis of One Thousand Cases selected flrom upwards of 
Twenty Thousand. By 0. J. B. Williams, M J>. F»B.S. Consulting Phy- 
sician to the Hospital for Consumption at Brompton ; and C. T. Williaxs, 
M JL M J). Ozon. INearly ready. 

CLINICAL LECTTJBE8 on DISEASES of the LIVEB, JAUNDICE, 
and ABDOMINAL DBOPST. By Csables Mubchibov, MJ). Post 8vo. 
with 26 Woodcuts, 10«. 6d. 

ANATOXT, DESCBIPTIVE and SUBOICAL. By Hbkbt Gray,. 
F.B.S. With about 400 Woodcuts firom Dissections. Fifth Edition, by 
T. Holmes. MJL Cantab, with a new Introduction by.the Editor. . Boyu 
8to. 2&S. 

CLINICAL NOTES on DISEASES of the LABYNX, investigated and 
treated with the assistance of the Laryngoscope. By W. Mabcbt, M.D. 
F.B.S. Assistant-Physician to the Hospital for Consumption and Diseases of 
the Chest, Brompton. Crown 8ro. witn 6 Lithographs, 6f. 

The THEOBY of 0CT7LAB DEFECTS and of SPECTACLES. Trans- 
lated ftrom the German of Dr. H. Schetplbs by B. B. Cabtbb, FJLCS. 
With Prefatory Notes and a Chapter of Practical Instructions. J?est 8to. 
price 7«. 6d, 

OUTLINES of PHYSIOLOOY, Human and Comparattye. By John 
« Mabshall, F.B.C.S. Surgeon to the University College Hospital, a vols* 
crown 8vo. with 122 Woodcuts, 829. 

ESSAYS on PHYSIOLOGICAL SUBJECTS. By Gilbbbt W. Child, 
M. A. Second Edition, revised, with Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. 7s, Qd, 

PHYSIOLOGICAL ANATOMY and PHYSIOLOGY of KAN. By the 
late B. B. Todd, M J). F.B.S. and W. Bowman, FJLS. of King's College. 
With numerous Illustrations. Vol. II. 8vo. 25«. 

Vol. I. New Edition by Dr* Liokbl S. Bbale, F.B.S. in oourse of publi- 
cation ; Past L with 8 Flates, 7«. 6d. 

COPLAND'S DICTIONABY of PBACTICAL MEDICINE, abridged 
from the Isrger work and throughout brought down to the present State 
of Medical Science. 8vo. 86«. 

BEIMANN'S HANDBOOK of ANILINE and its DEBIVATIVES; 

a Treatise on the Manufacture of Aniline and Aniline Colours. Edited by 
William Cbooebs, F.B.S. With 6 Woodcuts. 8vo. 10«. Qd, 

A MANUAL of MATEBIA MEDICA and THEBAPEUTICS, abridged 
ftrom Dr. Pebbiba'b Elements by F. J. Fabbb, M.D. assisted by B. Bbbtlbt, 
M.B.C.S. and by B. WABnreioiT, F.B.S. 8vo. with 90 Woodcuts, 21«. 

THOMSON'S CONSPECTUS of the BBITISH PHABMACOP(EIA. 

25th Edition, corrected by E. Llotd Bibebtt, M J). 18mo. price 6s, 

MANUAL of the DOMESTIC PBACTICE of MEDICINE. By W. B. 
Kbbtetek, F.B.C.S.E. Third Edition, revised, with Additions. Fcp. 6«. 

GYMNASTS and GYMNASTICS. By John H. Howard, late Pro- 
fessor of Gymnastics, Comm. Coll. Bipponden. Second Edillon, revised 
and enlarged, with 136 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. 105. 6d. 
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The Fine Arts, and Illustrated Editions. 

IN FAntTLAlTD; Pictures from the Elf- World. By Richard 
DoTLE. With a Poem by W. Allingham. With Sixteen Plates, containing 
Thirty-six Designs printed in Colours. Folio, 8l«. 6<i. 

LIFE of JOHK GIBSON, S.A. SOULFTOS. Edited by Lady 
Eastlaee. 8vo. 109. Qd, 

The LOBD'S FBATEB ILLTJSTBATED by E. R. Pickersoill, R.A. 
and Hehby Alpobd, D.D. Dean of Canterbury. Imp. 4to. price 21 ». cloth. 

XATEBIALS for a HISTOBT of OIL FAINTING. By Sir Chables 
Locke Eastljlhe, sometime President of the Boyal Academy. 2 toIs. 
8vo. price 30«. 

HALF-HOUE LECTTTEES on the HISTOBT a&d FBACTICE of the 

Fine and Ornamental Arts. By William B. Scott. New Edition, revised 
by the Author ; with 50 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. 8«. Qd, 

ALBEBT DTTBEB, HIS LIFE and WOBES; inclading Auto- 
biographical Papers and Complete Catalogues. By William B. Scott. 
With Six Etching!^ by the Author, and other Illustrations. 8vo. 16s. 

SIX LECTTJBES on HABMONY, delivered at the Royal Institution 
of Great Britain in the Year 1867. By G. A. Macfabben. With nume- 
rous engraved Musical Examples and Specimens. 8vo. 10«. 6d. 

The GHOBALE BOOK for ENGLAND: the Hymns translated by 
Miss C. WiiTKWOBTH { the tunes arranged by Prof. W. S. BEinrETi and 
Otto G oldschmidt. Fcp. 4to. 12«. Qd, 

The NEW TESTAMENT, illustrated with Wood Engravings after the 
Early Masters, chiefly of the Italian School. Crown 4to. 63«. cloth, gilt top ; 
or £5 5ff. elegantly bound in morocco. 

LYBA GEBMANICA ; the Christian Year. Translated by Cathebinb 
WiKKWOBTH ; with 126j Illustrations on Wood drawn by J. Lbightos, 
^J&Jl, 4to. 21«. 

LYBA GEBHANIGA ; the Christian Life. Translated by Catherinb 
WiiTKWOBTH ; with about 200 Woodcut Illustrations by J. Leighton, Y&X, 
and other Artists. 4to. 21«. 

The LIFE of MAN SYMBOLISED by the MONTHS of the YEAB. 

Text selected by R. Pigot ; Illustrations on Wood from Original Designs by 
J. Leighton, F.S JL. 4to. 42«. 

GATS' and FABLIE'S MORAL EMBLEMS ; with Aphorisms, Adages, 
and Proverbs of all Nations. 121 Illustrations on Wood by J.Lbigetov, 
F.SJL Text selected by B. Pigot. Imperial 8vo.81«. 6d. 

SHAESPEABE'S MIDSUMMER - NIGHT'S DBEAM, illustrated 
with 24 Silhouettes or Shadow-Pictures by P. Koitewka, engraved on Wood 
by A. VoGEL. Folio, 81<. 6d. 

SHAESFEARE'8 SENTIMENTS and SIMILES, printed in Black and 
Gold, and Illuminated in the Missal Style by Heitbt Noel Hukfhbsts. 
Square post 8vo. 21«. 
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SACBED and LEGENDABY ABT. By Mrs. Jameson. 

Legends of the Saints and Martjrrs. Fifth Edition, with 19 
Etchings and 187 Woodcuts. 2 vols, square crown 8^0. Zls, M. 

Legends of the Monastio Orders. Third Edition, with 11 Etchings 
and 88 Woodcuts. 1 vol. square crown 8yo. 21«. 

Legends of the Madonna. Third Edition, with 27 Etchings and 165 

Woodcuts. 1 vol. square crown 8vo. 21«. 
The Historj of Oar Lord, with that of his Types and Precursors. 

Completed by Lady Eastlakb. Bevised Edition, with 31 Etchings and 

281 Woodcuts. 2 vols, square crown 8vo. 42«. . 



l^he Useful Arts, Manufactures, &c. 

HISTOBY of the OOTHIC BEVIVAL ; an Attempt to shew how far 
the taste for Mediseval Architecture was retained in England during the 
last two centuries, and has heen re-developed in the present. By Chablbs 
L. Eastlakb, Architect. With many Illustrations. iNearly ready, 

OWILT'S ENCTCLOPiBDIA of ABCHirEGTUBE, with abo?e 1,100 

Engravings on Wood. Fifth Edition, revised and enlarged by Wyatv 
Papwobth. Additionally illustrated with nearly 400 Wood Engravings by 
O. Jewitt, and more than 100 other new Woodcuts. 8vo. 62«. 6d. 

ITALIAN SCULFTOBS ; being a History of Sculpture in Northern, 
Southern, and Eastern Italy. By C. C. Pbbkins. With 30 Etchings and 
13 Wood Engravings. Imperial 8vo. 42<. 

TUSCAN SCTTLPTOBS, their Lives, Works, and Times. With 4$ 
Etchings and 28 Woodcuts from Original Drawings and Photographs. By 
the same Author. 2 vols, imperial 8vo. 63«. 

HINTS on HOUSEHOLD TASTE in EUBNITUBE, UPH0L8TEBT, 

and other Details. By Chablbs L. Eastlaeb, Architect. Second Edition, 
with about 90 Illustrations. Square crown 8vo. 1S#. 

The ENOINEEB'S HANDBOOK; explaining the Principles which 
should guide the Young Engineer in. the Construction of Machinery, fiy 
C. S. LowiTDBS. Post 8vo. 6«. 

PBINCIPLE8 of MECHANISM, designed for the Use of Students in 
the Universities, and for Engineering Students generally. By B. 
Willis, M.A. F.K.S. &c. Jacksonian Professor in the University of Cam- 
bridge. A new and enlarged Edition. Svo. [Nearly ready, 

LATHES and TUBNINO, Simple, Mechanical, and OBNAMENTAL. 
By W. Hbitby Nobthcott. With about 240 Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood. 8vo. 18«. 

UBE'S DIGTIONABY of ABTS, MANUFACTUBES, and MINES. 

Sixth Edition, chiefly rewritten and greatly enlarged by Bobbbt Hubt, 
F.B.S. assisted by numerous Contributors eminent in Science and the 
Aris, and familiar with Manufactures. With above 2,000 Woodcuts. S vels. 
medium 8vo. price £4 14s. 6d. 

HANDBOOK of PBACTICAL TELEOBAPHY, published with the 
sanction of the Chairman and Directors of the Electric and International 
Telegraph Company, and adopted by the Department of Telegraphs fer 
India. By B. S. Cullbt. Third Edition. 8vo.]2«.6^.. 
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• EHCTCLOPADIA of CIVIL ENOIHEEBIHO, Historical, Theontical, 

I andPncticaL By E. Gsest, G.E. With above 3.000 Woodcuts. 8yo.4Sf. 

} TBEATISE on HILLS and MILLWOBK. By Sir W. Faibbadw, 

T.B.8. Second Edition, with 18 Plates and 822 Woodcuts. 2 vols. Svo. SSt. 
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VSEFTTL INFOBMATION for ENOINEEBS. By thd same Author. 
PixsT, Sbcgitd, and Thisd Sbbixs, with many Plates and Woodcuts. 
8 vols, crown Svo. lOs. 6d, each. 

The APPLICATION of CAST and WBOU&HT ntON to Bnilding 
Purposes. By the same Author. Fourth Edition, enlarged; with 6 Plates 
and 118 Woodcuts. Svo. price 168. 

IBON SHIP BTTILDING, its History and Progress, as comprised in a 
Series of Experimental Researches. By the same Author. With 4 Plates and 
180 Woodcuts. Svo. 18s. 

A TBEATISE on the STEAM ENGINE, in its yarious Applicatioiu 
to Mines, Mills, Steam Navigation, Railways and Agriculture. By J;BouBirs, 
O.E. Eighth Edition ; with Portrait, 87 Plates, and 646 Woodcuts. 4to. 42«. 

'CATECHISM of the STEAM ENGINE, in its varions Applications to 
Mines, Mills, Steam Navigation, Railways, and Agriculture. By the same 
Author. With 89 Woodcuts. Fcp. 6a, 

HANDBOOK of the STEAM ENGINE. By the same Author, forming i 
Kbt to the Catechism of the Steam Engine, with 67 Woodcuts. Fcp. 9f. 

BOTTBNFS BECENT IMPBOVEMENTS in the STEAM ENGINE in its 

various applications to Mines, Mills, Steam Navigation, Railways, and Agri- 
culture. Being a Supplement to the Author's 'Catechism of the Steam 
Engine.' By JOHir Boubitb, C.E. New Edition, including many Nev 
Examples ; with 124 Woodcuts. Fcp. Svo. 68. 

A TBEATISE on the SCBEW PBOPELLEB, SCBEW VESSELS, and 
Screw Engines, as adapted for purposes of Peace and War; with Notices 
of other Methods of Propulsion. Tables of the Dimensions and Performance 
of Screw Steamers, and detailed Spedflcations of Ships and Engines. By 
J. BomurE, C.E. New Edition, with 64 Plates and 287 Woodcuts. 4to. 63j: . 

EXAMPLES of MOBEBN STEAM, AIB, and GAS ENGINES of 

the most Approved Types, as employed for Pumping, for Driving Machineiy, 
for Locomotion, and for Agriculture, minutely and practically described. 
By Jomr BovKirE, C.E. In course of publication In 24 Parts^ price 2f.6d. 
each, forming One volume 4to. with about 50 Plates and 400 Woodcuts.; 

A HISTOBT of the MACHINE-WBOUGHT HOSIEBT and LACS 

Manufttctures. By William Pelein, F.L.S. F.S.S. Royal Svo. 21«. 

PBACTICAL TBEATISE on METALLTTBGT, adapted from the last 
G^erman Edition of Professor Kbbl's Metallurgy by W.Cbooebs, F.R.S.&C. 
and E. RdHBia, Ph.D. M.E. In Three Volumes, Svo. with 626 Wood- 
cuts. Vol. I. price 81«. 6d. Vol. II. price S6s. Vol. IIL price 31s. 6d. , 

MITCHELL'S MANUAL of PBACTICAL ASSAYING. Third Edi- 
tion, for the most part re-written, with all the recent Discoveries incor- 
porated, by W. Cbooees, PJEt.S. With 188 Woodcuts. 8vo.28«. 

The ABT of PEBFTTMEBT ; the History and Theory of Odours, and 
ths Methods of Extracting the Aromas of Plants. By Dr. Pdessb, F.G.8. 
Third Edition, with 63 Woodcuts. Crown Svo. 10s. ed. 

Chemical, Natural, and Physical Magic, for Jnyeniles dnring the 
Holidays. By the same Author. Third Edition, with 88 Woodcuts. Pcp.6f. 
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LOITDOirS EKCYCLOPJIDIA of AGBIGTrLTXTXE : comprising the 
Laying-out, LxrproTement, and Management of Landed Properly; and the 
Cultivation ana Economy of the Productions of Agriculture. With 1,100 
Woodcuts. 8yo. 21«. 

London's Encyolopsedia of Oardening: comprising the Theory and 
Practice of HortictQture, Floriculture, Arboriculture, and Landscape Oar- 
dening. With 1,000 Woodcuts. 8vo.2U. 

BATLDOirS ABT of VALTTINO BENTS and TILLAGES, and Claims 
of Tenants upon Quitting Farms, both at Michaelmas and Lady-Day. 
Eighth Edition, revised by J. C. Mobton. 8vo. 10«. Qd. 



Religious and Moral Works. 

CONSIDEBATIOirS on the BEYISIOK of the ENGLISH NEW 
TESTAMENT. By C. J. Ellicott, D.D. Lord Bishop of Gloucester and 
Bristol. Post 8vo. price 6«.6d. 

An EXPOSITION of the 89 ABTICLES, Historical and DoctrinaL 
By E. Hasold Bbowitb, D J>. Lord Bishop of Ely. Seventh Edit. 8vo. ie«. 

BISHOP COTTON'S INSTBTJCTIONS in the PBINCIPLES and 

Practice of Christianity, intended chiefly as an introduction to Confirmation. 
Sixth Edition, ISmo. 29. 6d. 

The ACTS of the APOSTLES ; with a Commentary, and Practical and 
Devotional Suggestions for Readers and Students of the English Bible. By 
the Bev. F. C. Cook, MJL. Canon of Exeter, &c. New Edition. 8vo. 129. 6a. 

The LIFE and EPISTLES of ST. PAUL. Br the Bev. W. J. 
CoiTTBEABB, M JL, and the Very Bev. J. S. Howsoir, D J). Dean of Chester :— 

LiBBABY Editiof, wlth all the Original Illustrations, Maps, Landscapes 
on Steel, Woodcuts, Ac 2 vols. 4to. 48«. 

IiTTBBMXDiATB Editioit, with a Selection of Maps, Plates, and Woodcuts. 
2 vols, square crown 8vo. 81«. 6d. 

Stxjdeitt's Editiof, revised and condensed, with 46 Illustrations and 
Maps. 1 vol. crown 8vo. price d«. 

The VOYAGE and SHIPWBEGK of ST. PA17L ; with Dissertations 

on the life and Writings of St. Luke and the Ships and Navigation of tlie 
Ancients. By Jambs Smith, P.B.S. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 109. 6d. 

A CBITICAL and eBAMHATICAL COMMENTABT on ST. PAIJL*S 

Epistles. By C. J. Ellicott, D.D. Lord Bishop of Glouoester & BristoL 8vo« 

Oalatiansi Fourth Edition, S«. 6</. 

Epheslans, Fourth Edition, 8«. 6i/. 

Pastoral Epistles, Fourth Edition, 10«. %d. 

Philippians, ColossianB, and Philemon, Third Edition, 10s. 6<f. 

Thessalonians, Tlurd Edition, 7«. 6<^. 

HISTOBICAL LECTUBES on the LIFE of OITB LOBD JESUS 
CHRIST : being the Hulsean Lectures for 1859. By Cr J. Ellicott, DJ), 
Lord Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol. Fifth Edition. 8vo. price 12«. 
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EVIDJSHOS of the TBUTH of the CHBISTIAH BELIGIOK deriyed 
from the Literal Fnlfllment of Prophecy. By Albxahdbb Keith, D.D. 
87th Edition, with numerous Plates, in square 8to. lis. 6d. ; also the S9th 
Edition, in post 8va with 5 Plates, 6«. 

Siitory and Destiny of tho World and Chnrch, according to 
Scripture. By the same Author. Square 8vo. with iO lUustrations, 10*. 

An nrTBODVOnOH to the 8TVDT of the KEW TESTAMENT, 
Critical, Eiegetical, and Theological. By the Rev. S. Dayxdsoh, D.D. 
LL.D. 8 Tula. 8vo. 80«. 

BOT. T. H. EOBHE'S IHTBOBTTCTION to the CBITICAL STITDT 
and Knowledce of the Holy Scriptures. Twelfth Edition, as last revised 
throughout. With 4 Maps and 22 Woodcuts and Facsimiles. 4 yoIs. 8vo.42«. 

BoT. T. H. Home's Compendions Introduction to the Stndy of the 
Bihie, hHng an Analysis of the larger work by the same Author. Re-cdited 
by ttie Bev. Johb Atbb, MA. With Maps, Ac. Post Sro. 6«. 

HI8T0BT Of the KABAITE JEWS. By Wiuliau Harris Bcle, 
D.D. Po9t 8vo. price 7«. 6d. 

SWALD*8 HISTOBY of ISBAEL to the DEATH of HOSES. Trans- 
lated fh>m the German. Edited, with a Preface and an Appendix, by Busssll 
Habthtbau, ma. Second Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. iia. 

FIVE TEAB8 in a FBOTESTANT SISTEBHOOD and TEN YEAB8 

in a Catholic Convent ; an Autobiography. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

The LIFE of MABOABET MABY HALLAHAN, better known in 
the religious world by the name of Mother Marpret. By her Rbugious 
Childbbb. Se<-ond Edition. 8vo. with Portrait, 10«. 

The SEE of BOME in the MIDDLE AGES. By the Rev. Oswald 
J. Bbichbl, B.CX. and M.A. 8vo. price 18«. 

The EVIDENCE for the PAPACY, as derived from the Holy Scrip- 
tures and fh>Tn Primitive Antiquity; with an Introductory Epistle. By the 
Hon. COLIB LiKDSAT. 8vo. T)rice 1 2*. Ctl. 

The TBEASTIBY of BIBLE KNOWLEDGE ; heing a Dictionary of the 
Books, Persons, Places, Events, and other matters of which mention is made 
In Holy Scripture. By Ecv. J. Atbb, M.A. With Maps. l« Platos. and 
numerous Woodcuts. Pep. 8vo price 6$. cloth, or 9s. Qd. neatly bound in calf. 

The OBEEX TESTAMENT; with Notes, Grammatical and Exegctical. 
By the Bev. W. Wbbstbb, MJL. and the Bev. W. F. Wileiksob, H JL. 
2 vols. 8vo. £2 49. 

SYEBY-DAY SCBIFTITBE DIFFICTTLTIES explained and illustrated. 
By J. E. Pbbbcott, M Jk.. Vol.!, Matiheto and Mark; Vol. 11. Luke and 
John. 2 vols. 8vo. 9s. each. 

The PENTATEUCH and BOOK of JOSHUA CBITICALLY EXAMINED. 
By the Bight Bev. J. W. Colebso, D.D. Lord Bishop of Natal. People's 
Eclition, in 1 vol. crown 8vo. 68, or in 6 Parts, Is. each. 

The CHUBCH and the WOBLD ; Three Series of Essays on QuesUons 
of the Day. By Various Writers. Edited by the Bey. Obby Shiplst, 
M.A. Three Volumes, 8vo. price 169. each. 

The FOBUATION of CHBISTENDOM. By T. W. Allies. Pasts L 

and II. 8V0. price 12«.each Part. 
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EVOLANI) and CHBISTENDOM. Bj Archbishop Manniko, D.D. 

Post 8vo. price 108, 6d, 

CHBISTENDOM'S DIYISIOITS, Part I., a Philosophical Sketch of 
the Divisions of the Christian Pamily in East and West. By Edmund S. 
Pfouleeb. Post Svo. price U, Qd. 

Christendom's Divisions, Part II. Greeks and Latins, being a His- 
tory of their Dissensions and Overtures for Peace down to the Reformation. 
By the same Author. Post Svo. 159. 

The HIDDEN WISDOM of CHRIST and the EET of KNOWLEDGE ; 

or, History of the Apocrypha. By Ernest De Buksen. 2 vols. Svo. 2S*. 

The EETS of ST. PETER ; or, the House of Rechab, connected with 
the History of Symbolism and Idolatry. By the same Author. Svo. lis. 

The TYPES of GENESIS, briefly considered as Revealing the 
Development of Human Nature. By Andrew .Jukes. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. 78. Qd, 

The Second Death and the Restitution of All Things, with some 
Preliminary Remarks on the Nature and Inspiration of Holy Scripture. 
By the same Author. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 3«. Qd. 

A VIEW of the SCRIPTURE REVELATIONS CONCERNING a 

FUTURE STATE. By Richard AVhitelt, D.D. late Archbishop of 
Dublin. Ninth Edition. Fcp.Svo.5«. 

The POWER of the SOUL over the BODT. By George Moore, 
M.D. M.R.C.P.L. &c. Sixth Edition. Crown Svo. S8. 6d, 

THOUGHTS for the AGE. By Elizareth M. Sewsll, Author of 
•Amy Herbert * &c. Fcp. Svo. price 5a. 

Passing Thoughts on Religion. By ihe same Author. Fcp. Svo. Ss. 

Self-Examination before Confirmation. By the same Author. S2mo. 

price 18, 6d, 
Readings for a Month Preparatory to Confirmation, from Writers 

of the Early and English Church. By the same Author. Fcp. 48. 
Readings for Every Day in Lent, compiled from the Writings of 

Bishop Jeremy Taylor. By the same Author. Fcp. 68, 
Preparation for the Holy Communion; the Devotions chiefly Irom 

the works of Jeremy Taylor. By the same Author. 82mo. 3«. 

THOUGHTS for the HOLT WEEK for Young Persons. By the Author 

of * Amy Herbert.* New Edition. Fcp. Svo. 2». 
PRINCIPLES of EDUCATION Drawn from Nature and Revelation, 

and applied to Female Education in the Upper Classes. By the Author 

of ' Amy Herbert.* 2 vols. fcp. 12*. 6d, 

The WIFE'S MANUAL; or. Prayers, Thoughts, and Songs on Several 
Occasions of a Matron's Life. By the Rev. W. Calvert^ M.A. Crown Svo. 
price 108, 6d, 

SINGERS and SONGS of the CHURCH : being Biographical Sketches 
of the Hymn- Writers in all the principal Collections; with Notes on their 
Psalms and Hymns. By JosiAH Miller, M.A. Second Edition, enlarged. 
Post Svo. price 10^. 6d. 

LTRA GERHANICA, translated from the German by Miss C. Wink- 
WORTH. First Series, Hymns for the Sundays and Chief Festivals 
Sscoiro Series, the Christian Life. Fcp. 3«. Qd. each Series. 
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« 8PIBITVAL aONCW' for the BITNOATB and HOIIBATS through. 
out the Tear. By J. 8. B. Hoitbbll, LLJ). Ticar of Bgbam and Bnnl Dean. 
FourthSdition, Sixth Thousand. Fcp.4t.6<l. 

Tho BSATirXTDSS : Abasement before God ; Sorrow for Sin ; Heekness 
of Spirit : Desire for Holiness; Gentleness; Purity of Heart: the Peace- 
makers 1 SufTerings fbr Christ. By the same. Third Edition. Pep. St. 6<l. 

Hia PBESENOE— not hii XSKOBT, 1865. By the same Author, 
in Memory of his Sov. Sixth Edition. 16mo. U. 

LTBA SUCHABISTICA ; Hymns and Verses on the Holy Communion, 
Ancient and Modem : with other Poems. Edited by the Bev. Ourr Ship- 
lit, MA. Second Edition. Pep. 6«. ! 

Lyra Mesiiaxdea ; Hymns and Verses on the Life of Christ, Ancient 
and Modem; with other Poems. By the same Editor. Second Edition, 
altered and enlarged. Pep. 6«. 

Lyra Xyitiea ; Hymns and Verses on Sacred Subjects, Ancient and 
Modem. By the same Editor. Pop. 6«. 

SHDEAYOUBB after the CHBI8TIAN LIFE: Discourses. Bj 
Jamss MAXTnrBAU. Fourth and cheaper Edition, careAiUy revised; the 
Two Series complete in One Volume. Post 8to. 7«. 6d. 

INVOCATION of SAINTS and ANGELS, for the use of Members of 
the English Church. Edited by the Bev. Orbt Shiplby. 24mo. &». 6cZ. 

WHATELTB INTBODUOTOBT LESSONS on the GHBISTIAN 

Evidences. 18mo. Cd, 
WHATELTS INTBODUOTOBT LESSONS on the EISTOBY of 

Bellgious Worship. New Edition. 18mo. 2«. 6d. 
BISHOP JEBEXT TATLOB'S ENTIBE WOBKS. With Life hj 

Bishop Hbbbb. Bevised and corrected by the Bev, C. P.Edeit, 10 vols. 

price £6 6s, 



Travels, Voyages, &c. 



NABBATIVE of a SPBING TOUB in POBTUGAL. By A. C. Smith, 
M.A. Ch. Ch. Oxon. Bector of Yatesbuiy. Post 8va price 6«. 9d, 

ENGLAND to DELHI ; a Nairatiye of Indian TrayeL By John 
Mathbsoit, Glasgow. With Map and 82 Woodcut Illustrations. 4to. Sis. 6d. 

CADOBE ; or, TITIAN'S GOITNTBY. By Jobiah Gilbbet, one of 
the Authors of *The Dolomite Mountains.' With Map, Pacsimile, and 40 
Illustrations. Imperial 8vo. 81«. 6d. 

NABBATIVE of tho ETTPHBATES EXPEDITION carried on hy 
Order of the British Government during the years 1885-1887. By General 
P. B. Chbsbbt, P.B.S. With Maps, Plates, and Woodcuts. 8vo. 249. 

TBAVELS in the OENTBAL CAUCASUS and BASHAN. Indading 
Visits to Ararat uid Tabreez and Ascents of Kaabek and Elbrus. By 
D. W. Pbeshpibld. Square crown 8vo. with Maps, &c. IBs. 

PICTUBES in TTBOL and Elsewhere. From a Family Sketch-Book. 
By the Authoress of ' A Voyage en Zigzag,' &0, Second Edition. Small 4to. 
Math numerous Illustrations, ila. 

HOW WE SPENT the SUKMEB; or, a Voyage en Zigzag in Switzer- 
land and Tyrol with some Members of the Alfikb Club. Prom the Sketch- 
Book of one of the Party. In oblong 4to. with 800 Illustrations, 16s. ^ 
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BEATEH TBAGKS ; or, Pen and Pencil Sketches in Italy. By the 
Authoress of ' A Voyage en Zigzag.' With 42 Plates, containing about 200 
Sketches from Drawings made on the Spot. 8yo. 16«. 

MAP of the CHAIN of HONT BLANC, firom an actual Snrrey in 
1868—1864. By A. Adahb-Bbillt, F.B..O.S. H.A.O. Published under the 
Authority of the Alpine Club. In Ghromolithography on extra stout 
drawing-paper 28in. x 17in. price lOs. or mounted on canyas in a folding 
case, 12s. 6a. 

WB8TWABD by BAIL; the New Route to the East. By W. F. Rae. 
With Map shewing the Lines of Bail between the Atlantic and the Pacific, 
and Sections of the Bailway. Post Svo. price 10». 6d. 

The PABAOITAYAN WAB: with Sketches of the History of Paraguay, 
and of the Manners and Customs of the People ; and Notes on the Military 
Engineering of the War. By Geobob Thompson, C.£. With 8 Maps and 
Plans, and a Portrait of Lopez. Post 8vo. 128. 6d. 

HISTOBY of DISCOVEBY in onr AUSTBALASIAN COLONIES, 

Australia, Tasmania, and New Zealand, fi*om the Earliest Date to the 
Present Day. By William Howitt. 2 toIs. 8vo. with 3 Maps, 20s. 

NOTES on BTTBOUNDY. By:CHARLEB Richard Weld. Edited by 
his Widow; with Portrait and Memoir. Post 8yo. 8^. 6d. 

The CAPITAL of the TYCOON ; a Narrative of a Three Years' Resi- 
dence in Japan. By Sir Buthbbvobd Alcoce, K.C3. 2 vols. 8yo. with 
numerous Illustrations, 428. 

The DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS ; Excursions through Tyrol, Garinthia, 
Camiola, and Priuli, 1861-1868. By J. Gilbebt and G. C. Cextschill, 
P.B.G.S. With numerous Illustrations. Square crown 8to. 21«. 

OXTIDE to the FYBENEES, for the use of Mountaineers. By 
Charles Paces. 2nd Edition, with Map and Dlustrations. Cr. 8to. 7s. 6d. 

The ALPINE OUIDE. By John Ball, M.B.I.A. late President of 
the Alpine Club. Thorouo^ly Beyised Editions, in Three Volumes, post 
8vo. with Maps and other Illustrations :— 

0ITIDE to the WESTEBN ALPS, including Mont Blanc, Monte Bosa, 

Zermatt, Ac. Price 6s. 6d. 
eUIDE to the CENTBAL ALPS, including all the Oberland District. 

7«.6d. 
GUIDE to the EASTEBN ALPS, price lOs. 6d. 

Itttrodnetion on Alpine Travelling in IHneral, and on the 0eology 
of the Alps, price l8. Each of the Three Volumes or Farts of the Alpine 
Guide may be had with this Iittroductiok prefixed, price Is. extra. 

The HIGH ALPS WITHOUT GUIDES. By the Rev. A. G. Girdle- 
STOiri, MJl. late Demy in Natural Science, Magdalen College, Oxford. 
With Frontispiece and 2 Maps. Square crown 8vo. price 7s. 6d. 

MEMOBIALS of LONDON and LONDON LIFE in the 13th, 14th, 
and 16th Centuries ; being a Series of Extracts, Local, Social, and Political, 
from the Archives of the City of London, aj>. 1276-1410. Selected, 
translated, and edited by H. T. Silbt. MA. Bcyal 8vo. 21s. 

COMMENTAEIES on the HISTOBY, CONSTITUTION, and CHAB- 
TEBED PBANCHISES of the CITT of LONDON. By Geobob Nobtof, 
formerly one;of the Common Pleaders of the City of London. Third Edition. 
8vo. 14f. . 
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The VOBTHERV HEIGHTS of LOHDOH ; or. Historical Associations 
or HwDpstead. Hi^Mcmte, Muawell Hill. Romtiej, and Islington. By 
\ViLLiA.af HowiTT. With abont 40 Woodcats. Square crown 8to. 21«. 

VISITS to aBMASKABLS PLACES: Old Halls, Battle-Fieldg, and 
Stones lllnstnitive of Striking Passages in English History and Poetry. 
By William Uowitt. t toIs. square crown 8to. with Woodoats, 25*. 

The BtJBAL LTPE of EHOLAHH. By the same Aathor. With 
WoodcuU \tf Bewick and Williams. Medium Svo. Ut . 6<i. 

EOHA SOTTEBXAHEA ; or, an Account of the Roman Catacombs, 
specially of the Ce-n^tery of San CaUisto. Compiled firom the Works of 
Commeodatore O. B. Ds lV>«si by the Rev. J. 8. Xobthcotb, D.D. and the 
Ber. W. B. Bsowvlow. With numerous Illu^itratioiis. 8vo. Sl#.6£l. 

PILGBIICAOES in the PTBEHEES and LAKDE8. By Dents Shtxb 
Lawlob. Crown 8va. with Frontispiece and Vignette, price IBs. 

The OEBXAH WOBKIVO HAS; being an Account of the Daily 
Life. Amusements, and Unions for Culture and Material Progress of the 
Artisans of North and Smth Germany and Switserland. By Jaicbs 
8i 3ir BLSOir. Crown Svo. with ProntispieoOb 8c Bd. 



Works of Fiction. 

LOTHAIB. By the Rigbt Hon. B. Disraeli, M.P. Serenth Edition. 
8 vols, post 8yo. price 31s. 6d. 

Ndiise omnia hasc, salus est adolesoeotulis.— Tebbittivs. 

KO APPEAL; a Novel By the Author of 'Cut down like Grass.' 

8 vols, post 8to. price 31s. 6d. 
The MODEBK NOYELISPS LIBBABY. Each Work, in crown 8yo, 

complete in a Single Volume :— 
Mblvillb's Gladiatobs. 2s. boards ; 2s. 6J. cloth. 

Holmby Housb. 2«. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth. 

Ibtbbpbbtbb. 2s. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth. 

Tbollofb's Wabdbb. Is. 6d. boards; 2s. cloth. 

Babchbstbb Towbbs, 2s. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth. 

Bbamlby-Moobb'b Six Sibtbbs of thb Valleys, 2s. boards ; 2s. ed, dotb. 

THBEE WEDDINGS. By the Author of « Dorothy/ * De Cressy/ &c. 

Pep. 8vo. price 6s. 
8T0BIES and TALES by Elizabeth M. Sewell, Aathor of * Amy 
Herbert,' uniform.Bdition, each Story ot Tale complete in a single Yoluxne: 
Amy Hebbbbt, 2s.6d. Ivobs, 8s. 6d. 

Gbbtbudb, 2s. 6d. Kathabikb Ashtov, 8s. BtL 

Eabl'b Daughteb, 8s. 6d, IAaboabbt Pebciyal, 6s. 

Bxpebibkcb ob Lite, 8s. 6d. Lakbton Pabsobaob, 4s. 9d, 

Clbyb Hall, 8s. 6d. XJbsula, 4s. 6d. 

A Glimpse of the World. By the Author of 'Amy Herbert.' Fcp. 7t. 6<l, 
The Journal of a Home Life. By the same Author. Post 8vo. 9s. 6dL 
After Life ; a Sequel to * The Journal of a Home Life.' Price 10s. BtL 

UKGLE PETEB'S PAIBY TALE for the XIX CEKTUBY. Edited 

by B. M. Sewell, Author of * Amy Herbert/ Ac. Fop. 8ro. 7s. 6d. 
YIKBAlf and the YAMPIBE; or. Tales of Hindu Devilry. Adapted 
by BiCHABD F. BuBTOir, F.B.G.S. &c. With SS Illustrations by Emeei 
Griset. Crown 8vo. Qs. 
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THBOITGH the NIGHT ; a Tale of the Times. To vhich is added 
* Onward, or a Summer Sketch.' By Waltbb Swebtmait, BA. 2 yols. post 
8vo. 2U. 

BZCKEB'S G ALIUS; or, Roman Scenes of the Time of Angustns: 
with Notes and Excursuses. New Edition. Post 8vo. 7«. 6d. 

BEGKEB'S CEABIGLES; a Tale illustrative of Private Life among the 
Ancient Greeks : with Notes and Excursuses. New Edition. Post 8vo. 7«. 6J» 
NOVELS and TALES by G. J. Whttb Mblyillb :— 



The Gladiatobs, 58, 
Dtgbt Gband, 6«. 
Kate Coventbt, 6», 
Geitbbal Bounce, 6s. 



Holmby Housb. 68. 
Good for Nothieg, 6«. 
The Queen's Mabies, 8«. 
The Ietebpbbteb, 68. 



TALES of ANCIENT GBEECE. Bj Georob W. Ck>x, M.A. late 
Scholar of Trin. Coll. Oxon. Being h Collective Edition of the Author's 
Classical Stories and Tales, complete in One Volume. Crown 8vo. 68. 6d, 

A MANUAL of MYTHOLOGY, in the form of Question and Answer. 
By the same Author. Fcp. 38. 

OUB CHILDBEN*8 STOBY, by one of their Gossips. Bv the Author 
of * Voyage en Zigzag,' * Pictures in Tyrol/ &o. Small 4to. with^Sixty.Ulus- 
trations by the Author, price 108, Qd. 



Poetry and The Drama. 

THOMAS MOOBE'S POETICAL WOBKS, the only Editions contain- 
ing the Author's last Copyright Additions : — 
Cabinet Edition, 10 vols. fcp. Svo. price 86«. 
Shambock Edition, crown 8vo. price 3«. 6d. 
Ruby Edition, crown 8vo. with Portrait, price 6a. 
LiBBABY Edition, medium 8to. Portrait and Vignette, lis. 
People's Edition, square crown Svo. with Portrait, &c. lOf . 6d, 

MOOBFS IBISH MELODIES, Maclise's Edition, with 161 Steel FUtes 
fh>m Original Drawings. Super-royal Svo. 81«. 6d. 

Miniature Edition of Moore's Irish Melodies with Maclise's De* 

signs (as above) reduced in Lithography. Imp. lemo. lOs. 6d, 

MOOBE*S LALLA BOOKH. Tenniel's Edition, with 68 V7ood 
Engravings firom original Drawings and other Illustrations. Pep. 4ito. Sl«. 

SOUTHEY'S POETICAL W0BK8, with the Author's last Corrections 
and copyright Additions. Library Edition, in 1 vol. medium 8vo. with 
Portrait and Vignette, 14f . 

LAYS of ANCIENT BOMB ; with Ivry and the Armada. Bj Ihe 
Bight Hon. Lobd Macaulat. 16mo. 4t8. 6d. 

Lord Macaulay's Lays of Ancient Borne. With 90 Illustrations on 
Wood, from the Antique, flrom Drawings by G. Schabt. Pep. 4to. 21«. 

Miniature Edition of Lord Macaulay*s Lays of Ancient Borne, 
with the Illustrations (as above) reduced in Lithography. Imp. 16mo. I08,6d. 

GOLDSMITH'S POETICAL WOBKS, with Wood Engravings from 
Designs by Members of the Etching Clt7B. Imperial 16mo. 78. 6d. 

PPEMS. By Jean Inoelow. Fifteenth Edition. Fcp. Svo. 5«. 

POEMS by Jean Ingelow. With nearly 100 Illustrations hy Eminent 
Artists, sngraved on Wood by the Brothers Dalzibl. Pep. 4to. 21 «. 
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X0PA4 tk« 7AIBT. Bj Jbax Inoblow. Pp. 256, idth Eight 
nittftntioos eognTed on Wood. Fcp. 8?o. 6f. 

A 8T0BT of BOOXi and otii«r Po«mt. B7 Jbak Inoblow. Third 
Bditton. ?«p.l*. 

POXnCAL WOBU Of LSnnA EUZABBTH LAHSOV (HEX.). 

tYob.l<m&l«iL 

ftLAPHTEA, BBd OTHXR POEMS By Fbabcis Rbtnolims, Author 
of * Alice Riuhtoa* aod olhor Poems.' 16mo. price 6«. 

10WBLBB*8 PAHILT SHAUPSAXS, cheaper Genaine Editions: 
Medium Sro. hurice t7P^ with 36 Woodcuts, price 14t. Oabinet Edition, 
with the Bftme iLLCST&AXiosak 6 vols. fcp. S», td, etch. 



XOBATH 0PBKA» Poeket Edition, inik carefnUy corrected Text, 
Xarginsl Eeterences, »nd Introdnction. Edited oy the Key. J. B. 
Tobob. MJL Bquare ISmo. 4t. 6d. 



HOBAm OPERA. Lihnurr Edition, widi Ifaxginal Beferenoes and 
Bn^ish Notes. Edited Iqr the Ber. J. B.ToBeB. 8T0.2U. 

Th6 XVBID af TIBOn TVanilated into Engliah Venw. By Johh 
OoBiBOTOBtXX Nev Edition. Crown 8vo.9t. 

ABUEJIUIES OAMI, uTe Mnsamm Cantabrigiensiam Lnsns canorL 
OoU^tstqaeediditH.DBUBT.]LA. EditioS6Kta»onrsTitH.J.Hoi)QflOB. 
1I.A. Crown Svo. Tt. 6d. 

HUETillO 80EO8 and mSCELLAVEOITS YEB8E8. By B. E. 
BeBBXOB Wabbvbtob. Second Editifln. Fop.8ro.6t. 

Tht 8ILYEE STORE collected from Medbayal CSiristian and Jewish 
XiMS. BytheBev Babotb BiBiBe-Gouu), HJL Crown Svo. 8«. 6<l. 



RurcU SportSj &c. 

lECfTOIOPJBDIA af RITRAL SPORTS; a complete AecooBt, Histo- 
rioa. Pnctloal sad Beserintive^ of Hnntin& Shooting; Pishing; Bsdng; 
and sU other Eoral and Atfalotio Sports and^^stimes. By DTpTBlilibb. 
With shore 606 Woodcuts (80 from Designs by JoHB Lbbce). SraaiU. 

OaL SAWXER*S XHSTRUCnon to TOmrO SP0RT8XER in aU 
ttet rebtes to Ouns snd Shooting. Berised by the Authar^s Sob. Sqnsre 
crown 8fa with Blustntions. 18s. 

The DEAD SHOT, or SportsmaB^a Complete Ghiide ; a Treatise qb 
the Use of the Gun, Bog-hreak]a& Pigeon-shooting, te. By Mabbbbc&b. 
Berised Edition, ftop. Sra with Ales; 6s. 

Tha 7LT-7ISHSR*S EETOXOLOOT. Bj AijnxD TtAWAT.na. With 

cdoond Bepresentstions of the Nstural and Artilldsl Lueci. Sizlii 
Edition t with 86 cokNuedFlatea. 8ro.l4t. 

A BOOK am AEOmO; a compete TVeatise on tha Ait ol Awglmg 
in erevy branch. By Pbabod Vbabcis. Second Editk»^ with Portrait 
«Ddl6 whsr Plates, plain and cdlonred. Post 8ro. IBs. 

The BOOK af tha ROACH. By Gbbthxb FxkbbUi of < The EkR,' 
Pep. 8va. price 8s. 6(1. 
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WILCOCKS'S SEA-FISHEBXAH; comprising the Chief Methods of 
Hook and Line Pifihing in the British and other Seas, a Glance at Nets, 
and Aemarks on Boats and Boating. Second Edition, enlarged ; with 80 
Woodcuts. Post 8vo. 12f . 6<i. 

HOSSES and STABLES. By Colonel F. Fitzwtobam, XV. the King's 
Hussars. With Twenty-four Plates of Illustrations, containing yery 
numerous Figures engraved on Wood. 8to. ISf . 

The H0BSF8 FOOT, and HOW to KEEP IT SOUKD. By W. 

Miijn,£sq. Ninth Edition, with Illustrations. Imperial 8to. 18s. 6c2. 

A PLAIN TBEATISE on HOBSE-SHOEING. Bj the same Author. 
Sixth Edition. Post 8to. with Illustrations, 2«. 9d, 

STABLES and STABLE-FITTINGS. Bj the same. Imp. Sto. with 
i- 13 Plates, ISf. 

^ BEICABKS on HOBSES' TEETH, addressed to Purchasers. By ihe 

same. Post 8vo. 18. 9eL 

^ BOBBINS'S CAVALBY CATECHISM, or Instractions on Cayalry 

Exercise and Field Morements, Brinide Movements, Out-post Duty, Cayalry 
^ supporting Artillery, Artillery attached to Cavalry. 12mo. 58, 

BLAINFS VETEBINABT ABT ; a Treatise on the Anatonnr, Physi- 
{ olosy, and Curative Treatment of the Diseases of the Horse, Neat Cattle 

1 anciSheep. Seventh Edition, revised and enlarged by C.STBBL,M.B.O.Y.SJi. 

> 8vo. with Plates and Woodcuts. IBs. 

The HOBSS: with a Treatise on Draaght. By William Youatt. 
New Edition, revised and enlarged. 8vo. with numerous Woodcuts, 18s. 6tf . 

The Dog. By the same Author. 8yo. with nnmerons Woodcuts, 6«. 

\, The DOO in HEALTH and DISEASE. By Stombhenob. T^th 70 

Wood Engravings. Square crown 8vo. 10s. (ki. 

The GBEYHOTXND. By Stonehenob. Bevised Edition, with 24 
Portraits of Greyhounds. Square crown 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

The OX ; his Diseases and their Treatment: with an Essay on Parturi- 
tion in the Cow. By J. B. DoBSOV. Crown 8vo. with Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 



Commerce, Navigation, and Mercantile A fairs. 



The ELEXEKTS of BAHKIKG. By Henbt Dunnino Maglbod, M.A. 

Barrister-at-Law. PostSvo. {yearly ready, 

f The THEOBT and PBACTICE of BANKING. By ihe same Author. 

Second Edition, entirely remodelled. 2 vols. 8vo. 80s. 

PBACTICAL GUIDE for BBITISH SHIPKASTEBS to UNITED 

States Ports. By Pibbbbfoztt Edwabds. Post 8vo. 8s. 6<f . 

A DICTIONABT, Practical, Theoretical, and Historical, of Com- 
merce and Commercial Navigation. By J. B. H'Culloch, Esq. New and 
r thoroughly revised Edition. 8vo. price 68s. cloth, or 70s. half-bd. in russia. 

' The LAW of NATIONS Considered as Independent Political Commu- 

nities. By Sir Tbavebs Twibs, D.CX. 2 vols. 8vo. 80s., or separately, 
> Past L Feace, 12s. Pabt IL War, IBs. 
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Works of Utility and General Information. 

The CABnrST LAWTSB ; a Popalar Digest of the Laws of England, 
CiTil, Oriminal, and Constitutional. Twenty-fifth Edition, brooglit down 
to the dote of the Parliamentary Session of 1808. Fcp. 10s. (ki. 

PXWTKEB'8 COMPBEHEKSIYS SPECIFIES ; A Guide to the 
Practicsl Specification of every kind of BuildinR- Artificers' Work; with 
Forms of Building Conditions and Agreements, an Apoeadiz, Foot- Notes, 
and s copious Index. Edited by Williak Toukg, Architect. Crown 8vo. 
price 0s. 

The LAW BELATING to BENEFIT BUUDIKO SOCIETIES ; with 
Practical Oh^ienrations on the Act and all the Cases decided thereon ; also a 
Form of Rules and Forms of Mortgages. By W. Tidd Pbatt» Barrister. 
Second Edition. Fcp. 8s. Gd, 

COLUEBIES and COLLIEES : a Handbook of the Law and Lealiog 
Cases relating thereto. By J. C. Fowlsb, of the Inner Temple, Barrister, 
Stipendiary Magistrate for the District of Merthyr Tydfil and Abcrdare. 
Second Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

The KATEENAL HAKAOEMENT of CHILDBEH in HEALTH and 
Disease. By Tnouia Buli., M.D. Fcp. 6s. 

HnrTS to X0THEB8 on the XAHAeEXEirT of their HEALTH 
during the Period of Pregnancy and in the I^ng*in Boom. By tho late 
Thomas Bull, M J). Fcp. 5s. 

VOTES on HOSPITALS. By Florence Niohtimgalb. Third Edi- 
tion, enlarged ; with IS Flans. Post 4ta 18s. 

The PHIL0S0PH7 of HEALTH ; or, an Exposition of the FhjBio- 
logioal uid Sanitary Conditions conducive to Human Longevity and 
Happiness. "By Southwood Smith, M.D. Eleventh Edition, revised and 
enlarged ; with 118 Woodcuts. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

WHIST, WHAT TO LEAD. By Cam. Fonrth Edition. 32mo. la. 

CHESS OPEKIHGS. Bjr F. W. Longman, Balliol College, Oxford. 
Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

A PRACTICAL TREATISE on BREWING ; with Formulss for Public 
Brewers, and Instructions for Private Families. By W. Black. 8vo. 10«. 6d. 

KODERN COOKERY for PRIVATE FAMILIES, reduced to a System 
of Easy Practice in a Series of careftilly-tested Beccipts. By Eliza Acton. 
Newly revised and enlarged Edition; with 8 Plates of Figures and UO 
Woooouta. Fcp. 6s. 

ON FOOD: its VarietieB, Chemical Composition, Nutritive Value, 
Comparative Digestibility, Physiological Functions and Uses, Preparation, 
Culinary Treatment, Preservation, Adulteration, &c. By H. LETnEsr, 
M.B. IMLA. Ph.D. ftc. Crown 8vo. price 6s. 

OOTJLTHARrS DECIMAL INTEREST TABLES at 24 Different K:tte<« 
not exceeding 5 per Cent. Calculated for the use of Bankers. To whicli xre 
added Commission Tables at One-Eighth and One-Fourth per Cent. Svo. 
price 16s. 

MAXniDER'S TREASTTRY of KNOWLEDGE and LIBRARY of 
Refisrence: oom]>rising an English Dictionary and Grammar, Universal 
Gaietteer, Classical Dictionary, Chronology, Law Dictionary, a Synopsia 
of the Peerage, useAd Tablea ^bc ReviseoEdition. Fop. 8vo. price 6s. 
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SxwsLL'sThooghti fbr the H0I7 Week.... t1 

Sbaitbsbubt'S Cheneteristica 10 

8HAXX8i>BAja*B Miilnimmer Night'iDream 

iUoftratedwithSilhonttei 16 

8hik.xt'8 Church and the World 10 

InTOcetion of Saints II 

SXOBT'B Chnrdi History 4 

SXABT's Walxxr'b FronoQnciiig Diction- 
ary 8 

SxiTH'B ( A. C.) Tour in Portogal U 

(Bouthwood) Fhiloeophy of Health S8 

(J.) Panl'i Vojace and Shipwreck 19 

— — (STDirxT) MlMeuaneous Worlu. . 9 

WitandWiidom 9 

Lifb and Letters 4 

MiTTKvr'B Doctor 7 

Poetical Works 15 

STJjn.aT'BHi8tot7 of British Birds 11 

Stbbbiso'b Analysis of Mill's Locic 6 

Stsphui's Essays In Ecclesiastical Bio- 

Sraithy & 

SrixiOBO's Secret of Hegel 10 

8TOnKUi«s on the Dog 17 

on the Greyhound 17 

BTJUCKiiAXD'fl Tudor Princesses ft 

Queens of England & 

Strong and Free 10 

Sunday Aflemoons at the Parish Church of 

a Scottish UniTersity City (St Andrews). . 9 
BwwrmMM'B Through the Might, and 

Onwaid 14 

Tatlob'b History of India S 

. (Jeremy) Works, edited by EDXir n 

Thiklwall'b History of Greece 1 

Thomfboh'b (Archbishop) Laws of Thought 7 

(A. T.) Conspectus 15 

Paraguayan War 8 

Three Weddings 14 

Todd (A.) on Parliamentary Goremment 1 
Todd and Bowmah'b Anatomy and Phy- 
siology of Man 15 

Tkkhoh's Realities of Irish Lift a 

TKOLLOFB'aBarchester Towers 14 

^_ ^Warden 14 

TWIBB'B Lawof Nations 17 

Ttsdall on Diamagnetism 11 

Heat 11 

Sound 11 



Ttsdall's Faraday as a Discorerer 4 

Lectures on Light U 

UXCLB PmCB'B Fairy Tale 14 

Ubb's Dictionary of Axts, Mannftctnres, 

andMines 17 

YA2rDaBHoam*B Handbook of Zoology is 

WABBintX0H*8 Hunting Songs 16 

Watsok'b Principles and Practice of Physic \* 

Watts'b Dictionary of Chemistry 13 

Wkbb*s Objects for Common Telescopes .. II 
Wkbstsr and WujmiBOH'B Greek Testa- 
ment 19 

WsLD'B Notes on Burgundy n 

WxLLureTOV'B Lift, by the Ber. G. B. 

Glbio s 

West on Children's Diseases 14 

Whatslt's English Synonymes 6 

Logic S 

Rhetoric • 

WUATELT on a Future State B 

Religious Wordiip B 

Trutii of Christianity a 

Whist, what to lead, by Cam » 

Whitb and Riddlb'b Latin-English IMe- 

tionaries % 

WiLCOCK'B Sea Fisherman 17 

WiLLLiMS'B Aristotie's Ethics 6 

History of Wales 1 

WiLLL&MS on Climate of South of Franoe 14 

Consumntion 15 

Willis's Principles of Mechanism 17 

WIVSLOW on Light 11 

Wood's Bible Animals 11 

Homes without Hands If 

Woodward's Historical and Ghronolbgical 

EncyclopsDdia 4 

YXO's Manual of Zoology If 

YoNOK's Enjrlish-Qreek Xexicone & 

Editions of Horace K 

YouATTonthe Dog IT 

on the Horse 17 

Zbllxr'b Soerates 

Stoics, Epicureans, and 8oq»tics. . & 
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